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To  tlie  Right  Honourable 

JOHN, 

Lord  Vifcount  Tyrconnel,  Baron  Char- 
LEviLLE,  and  Lord  Brownlowe,  Knight 
of  the  Bath. 

MY  LORD, 

*P 

A ART  of  this  Poem  had  the  honouf 
of  your  Lordlhip’s  perufal  when  in  ma- 
nufcript,  and  it  was  no  fmall  pride  to 
me,  when  it  met  with  approbation  from 
fodiftinguilhinga  judge  ; Should  the  reft 
find  the  like  indulgence,  I lhall  have  no 
occafion  (whatever  its  fuccefs  may  be  in 
the  world)  to  repent  the  labour  it  has  coft 
me — But  my  intention  is  not  to  purfue  a 
difcourfe  on  my  own  performance:  no,  my 
Lord,  it  is  to  embrace  this  opportunity  of 
throwing  out  fentiments  that  relate  to 
your  Lordfltip’s  goodnefs,  the  generofity 
of  which,  give  me  leave  to  fay,  I have 
greatly  experienced. 
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I offer  it  not  as  a new  remark,  that  de- 
pendance  on  the  Great,  in  former  times, 
generally  terminated  in  difappointment ; 
nay, even  their  bounty  (if  it  could  be  called 
fuch)  was,  in  its  very  nature,  ungenerous. 
It  was,  perhaps,  with-held,  through  an  in- 
dolent or  wilful  negleft,  ’till  thofe,  who 
lingered  in  the  want  of  it,  grew  almoft  paft 
the  fenfe  of  comfort.  At  length  it  came, 
too  often,  in  a manner  that  half  cancelled 
the  obligation,  and,  perchance,  mufl  have 
been  acquired  too, by  fome  previous  a(51of 
guilt  in  the  receiver,  the  confequence  of 
which  was  remorfe  and  infamy. 

But  that  I live,  my  Lord,  is  a proof 
that  dependance  on  your  Lordfhip,  and  the 
prefentMiniftry,  is  an  affurance  of  fuccefs. 

I am  perfuaded,  diflrefs,  in  many  other 
inftances,  affedls  your  foul  with  a com- 
pafTion,thatalwayslhewsitfelf  in  a manner 
moft  humane  and  adtive,  that  to  forgive 
injuries,  and  confer  benefits,  is  your  de^ 

light ; 
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light ; and  that  to  defer ve  your  friendfhip 
is  to  deferve  the  countenance  of  the  beft  of 
men.  To  be  admitted  into  the  honour  of 
your  Lordfliip’s  converfation  (permit  me 
tofpeak  but  juftice)  is  to  be  elegantly  in- 
troduced into  the  mofl  inftruftive,  as  well 
as  entertaining,  parts  of  literature ; it  is  to 
be  furniflied  with  the  fineft  obfervations 
upon  human  nature,  and  to  receive,  fronn 
the  moftunafluming,  fweet,  and  winning 
candour,  the  worthieft  and  mod:  polite 
maxims — fuch  as  are  always  enforced  by 
the  actions  of  your  own  life.  I could  alfo 
take  notice  of  your  many  public-fpirited 
fervices  to  your  country  in  Parliament,  and 
your  conftant  attachment  to  Liberty,  and 
the  Royal,  Illuftrious  Houfe  of  our  Moll 
Gracious  Sovereign  ; but,  my  Lord,  be- 
lieve me,  your  own  deeds  are  the  noblell 
and  fittell  orators  to  fpeak  your  praife, 
and  will  elevate  it  far  beyond  the  power 
of  a much  abler  writer  than  I am. 
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I will  therefore  turn  my  view  from  yonr 
Lordlhip’s  virtues  to  the  kind  influence  of 
them,  which  has  been  fo  lately  Ihed  upon 
me ; and  then,  if  my  future  morals  and 
writings  fliall  gain  any  approbation  from 
men  of  parts  and  prgbity,  I muft  acknow- 
ledge all  to  be  the  product  of  your  Lord- 
lhip’s goodnefs  to  me,  I muft,  in  fine, 
fay  with  Horace, 

Quod  fpiro  & placeo,  (fi  placeo)  tuum  efl. 

I am,  with  the  higheft  gratitude  and 
veneration. 


MY  LORD, 

Your  Lordfliip’s  moft  dutiful 
And  devoted  fervant. 
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Richard  Savage. 


THE 


WANDERER. 

A 

VISION. 

CANTO  I. 

AIN  would  my  verfe,  Tyrconnei,  boaft  tby  name, 
Brownlow,  at  once  my  fubje6t  and  my  fame  ! 

Oh  ! could  that  fpirit,  which  thy  bofom  warms, 
Whofe  flrength  furprifes,  and  whofe  goodnefs  charms  I 
That  various  worth  ! could  that  infpire  my  lays, 
Envy  (hould  fmile,  and  cenfure  learn  to  praife  ; 

Yet,  tho’  unequal  to  a foul  like  thine, 

A generous  foul,  approaching  to  divine. 

When  blefs’d  beneath  fuch  patronage  I write, 

Great  my  attempt,  tho’  hazardous  my  flight* 

O’er  ample  Nature  I extend  my  views  ; 

Nature  to  rural  fcenes  invites  the  mufe  : 

She  flies  all  public  care,  all  venal  ftrife, 

To  try  the  ftill,  compar’d  with  adlivelife  ; 

To  prove,  by  thefe,  the  fons  of  men  may  owe 
The  fruits  of  blifs  to  burfting  clouds  of  woe  ; 

That  e’en  calamity,  by  thought  refin’d, 

Infpirits  and  adorns  the  thinking  mind, 
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Come,  Contemplation,  whofe  unbounded  gaze, 
Swift  in  a glance,  the  courfe  of  things  furveys  ; 

Who  in  thyfelf  the  various  view  canft  find 
Of  fea,  land,  air,  and  heav’n,  and  human  kind ; 
What  tides  of  paffion  in  the  bofom  roll ; 

What  thoughts  debafe,  and  what  exalt  the  foul, 
Whofe  pencil  paints,  obfequious  to  thy  will, 

All  thou  furvey’ft  with  a creative  fkill ! 

Oh,  leave  awhile  thy  lov’d,  fequefter’d  fliade  ! 

Awhile  in  wint’ry  wilds  vouchfafe  thy  aid  ! 

Then  w’aft  me  to  fome  olive,  bowVy  green, 

Where,  cloath’d  in  white,  thou  fhew’ft  a mind  ferene  5 
Where  kind  content  from  noife  and  courts  retires, 
And  fmiling  fits,  while  mufes  tune  their  lyres : 
Where  zephyrs  gently  breathe,  while  fleep  profound 
To  their  foft  fanning  nods,  with  poppies  crown’d  ; 
Sleep,  on  a treafure  of  bright  dreams  reclines. 

By  thee  bellow’d,  whence  Fancy  colour’d  flnnes, 

And  flutters  round  his  brow  a hov’ring  flight, 

Varying  her  plumes  in  vifionary  light. 

The  folar  fires  now  faint  and  wat’ry  burn, 

Juft  where  with  ice  Aquarius  frets  his  urn  ! 

If  thaw’d,  forth  ilTue,  from  its  mouth  fevere, 

Raw  clouds,  that  fadden  all  th’  inverted  year. 

When  froft  and  fire  with  martial  pow’rs  engag’d, 
Froft,  northward,  fled  the  war,  unequal  wag’d  ! 
Beneath  the  Pole  his  legions  urg’d  their  flight, 

And  gain’d  a cave  profound  and  wide  as  night. 
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O’er  cheerlefs  fcenes  by  Defolation  own’d. 

High  on  aa  Alp  of  ice  he  fits  enthron’d ! 

One  clay-cold  hand,  his  cryftal  beard  fuftalns. 

And  fcepter’d  one,  o’er  wind  and  tempeft  reigns  ; 

O’er  flony  magazines  of  hall,  that  florin 
The  bloflbm’d  fruit,  and  flowVy  Spring  deform. 

His  languid  eyes,  like  frozen  lakes  appear, 
Dim-glearhing  all  the  light  that  wanders  here. 

His  robefnow-wrought,  and  hoar’d  with  age ; his  breath 
A nitrous  damp,  that  flrikes  petrific  death. 

Far  hence  lies,  ever  freez’d,  the  northern  main. 
That  checks,  and  renders  navigation  vain  ; 

That,  fhut  againfl:  the  fun’s  difiblving  ray. 

Scatters  the  trembling  tides  of  vanquifli’d  day. 

And  flretching  eaflward  half  the  world  fee iires, 

Defies  difcov’ry,  and  like  time  endures  ! 

Now  frofl  fent  boreal  blafts  to  fcourge  the  air, 

To  bind  the  ftreams,  and  leave  the  landicape  bear  ; 
Yet  when,  far  wefl,  his  violence  declines, 

Tho’  here  the  brook,  or  lake,  his  pow’r  confines ; 

To  rocky  pools,  to  cat’rafts  are  unknown 
His  chains ! — to  rivers,  rapid  like  the  Rhone  ! 

The  falling  moon  call,  cold,  a quiv’ring  light, 

Juft  filver’d  o’er  the  fnow,  and  funk  ! — pale  night 
Retir’d.  The  dawn  in  light-grey  mills  arofe  ! 

Shrill  chants  the  cock  ! the  hungry  heifer  lows  ! 

Slow  blufh  yon  breaking  clouds  ; — the  fun’s  uproll’d  ! 
Th’expaufive  grey  turns,  azure,  chas’d  with  gold  ; 

White* 
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Whltc-glltt’ring  ice,  chang’d  like  the  topaz,  gleams, 
Refle6ling  faffron  luftre  from  his  beams. 

O Contemplatipn,  teach  me  to  explore, 

From  Britain  far  remote,  fome  dillant  fhorc  ! 

From  Sleep  a dream  diilindl  and  lively  claim  ; 

Clear  let  the  viiioii  flrike  the  moral’s  aim  ! 

It  comes ! I feel  it  o’er  my  foul  ferene  ! 

Still  morn  begins,  and  froil  retains  the  feene  ! 

Hark  ! — the  loud  horn’s  enlivening  note’s  begun  ! 
From  rock  to  rale  fweet-wand’ring  echoes  run  ! 

Still  floats  the  found  flirill -winding  from  afar  ! 

Wild  beads  ailonifh’d  dread  the  fylvan  war  ! 

Spears  to  the  fun  in  files  embattled  play, 

March  on,  charge  brifkly,  and  enjoy  the  fray  ! 

Swans , ducks,  and  geefe,  and  the  wing’d  wunter-brood , 
Chatter  difeordant  on  yon  echoing  flood  ! 

At  Babel  thus,  when  heav’n  the  tongue  confounds, 
Sudden  a thoufand  different  jargon-founds. 

Like  jangling  bells,  harfli  mingling,  grate  the  ear  ! 
All  flare ! all  talk  ! all  mean  ; but  none  cohere  ! 

Mark  1 wiley  fowlers  medirate  their  doom, 

And  fmoaky  Fate  fpeeds  thund’ring  thro’  the  gloom  ! 
Stop’d  fhort,  they  ceafe  in  airy  rings  to  fly, 

Whirl  o’er  and  o’er,  and,  flutt’ring,  fall  and  die* 

Still  Fancy  w^afts  me  on  ! deceiv’d  I fland, 

Eflrang’d,  advent Vous  on  a foreign  land  ! 

Wide  and  more  wide  extends  the  feene  unknown 
Where  fliall  I turn,  a Wand’i'er,  and  alone? 


Fiom 


THE  WANDERER, 


u 


from  hilly  winds,  and  depths  where  fnows  remain, 
My  winding  fteps  up  a fteep  mountain  ftrain  I 
Emers’d  a-top,  I mark,  the  hills  fublide. 

And  towVs  afpire,  but  with  inferior  pride  ! 

On  this  bleak  height  tall  firs,  with  iee-work  crown’d, 
Bend,  while  their  flaky  winter  fliades  the  ground  ! 
Hoarfe,  and  diredl,  a bluft’ring  north-wind  blows  ! 
On  boughs,  thick-ruftling,  crack  thecrifpid  fnowa  ! 
Tangles  of  froft  half  fright  the  wilder’d  eye, 

By  heat  oft  blacken’d  like  a low’ring  fky  ! 

Hence  down  the  fide  two  turbid  rivulets  pour. 

And  devious  two,  in  one  huge  cat’raft  roar  I 
While  pleas’d  the  watery  progrefs  I purfue. 

Yon  rocks  in  rough  alTemblage  rufli  in  view  ! 

In  form  an  amphitheatre  they  rife  ; 

And  a dark  gulf  in  their  broad  centre  lies. 

There  the  dim’d  light  with  dizzy  weak nefs.  fails. 

And  horror  o’er  the  firmeft  brain  prevails  ! 

Thither  thefe  mountain-ftreams  their  pafTage  take. 
Headlong  foam  down,  and  form  a dreadful  lake  t 
The  lake,  high-fwelling,  fo  redundant  grows, 

From  the  heap’d  flore  deriv’d  a river  flows  ; 

Which,  deep’ning,  travels  through  a dillant  wood. 
And  thence  emerging  meets  a fifter-flood  ; 

Mingled  they  flafli  on  a wide-op’ning  plain, 

And  pafs  yon  city  to  the  far-feen  main. 

So  blend  two  fouls  by  heav’n  for  union  made, 

And  ftrength’ning  forward,  lend  a mutual  aid, 
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And  prove  in  ev’ry  tranfient  turn  their  aim, 

Thro’  finite  life  to  infinite  the  fame. 

Nor  ends  the  landfcape — Ocean,  to  my  fight, 
Points  a blue  arm,  where  failing  fliips  delight. 

In  profpedl  leffen’d  ! — Now  new  rocks  rear’d  high, 
Stretch  a crofs-ridge,  and  bar  the  curious  eye  ; 
There  lies  obfeur’d  the  ripening  diamond’s  ray. 
And  thence  red-branching  coral’s  rent  away. 

In  conic  form  there  gelid  cryflal  grows ; 

Thro’  fuch  the  palace-lamp,  gay  luftre  throws  ! 
Luftre,  which,  thro’  dim  night,  as  various  plays 
As  play  from  yonder  fnows  the  changeful  rays  I 
For  nobler  ufe  the  cryftal’s  worth  may  rife, 

If  tubes  perfpedive  hem  the  fpotlefs  prize ; 

Thro’  thefe  the  beams  of  the  far-lengthen’d  eye 
Meafure  known  flars,  and  new  remoter  fpy. 

Hence  Commerce  many  a fliorten’d  voyage  fleers, 
Shorten’d  to  months,  the  hazard  once  of  years  ; 
Hence  Halley’s  foul  etherial  flight  effays  : 
Inftru6Uve  there  from  orb  to  orb  file  ftrays ; 

Sees,  round  new  countlefs  funs,  new  fyflems  roll ! 
Sees  God  in  all ! and  magnifies  the  whole  ! 

Yon  rocky  fide  enrich’d  the  fummer  fcenc. 

And  peafant’s  fearch  for  herbs  of  healthful  green  ; 
Now  naked,  pale,  and  comfortlefs  it  lies, 

Like  youth  extended  cold  in  death’s  difguife. 
There,  while  without  the  founding  tempell  fwells, 
Incav’d  fecure  th’  exulting  eagle  dwells ; 
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And  there,  when  Nature  owns  prolific  fpring, 

Spreads  o’er  her  young  a fondling  mother’s  wing. 
Swains  on  the  coaft  the  far-fam’d  fifh  defcry, 

That  gives  the  fleecy  robe  the  Tyrian  dye; 

While  fliells,  a fcatter’d  ornament  beftow. 

The  tindlur’d  rivals  of  the  fliow’ry  bow. 

Yon  limelefs  fands,  loofe-driving  with  the  wind. 

In  future  cauldrons  ufeful  textures  find, 

Till,  on  the  furnace  thrown,  the  glowing  mafs 
Brightens,  and  bright’ning  hardens  into  glafs. 

When  winter  halcyons,  flick’ring  on  the  wave, 

Tune  their  complaints,  yon  fea  forgets  to  rave  ; 

T'ho’  lafli’d  by  florms,  with  naval  pride  o’erturn. 

The  foaming  deep  in  fparkles  feems  to  burn. 

Loud  winds  turn  zephyrs  to  enlarge  their  notes, 

And  each  fafe  nefi:  on  a calm  furface  floats. 

Now  veers  the  wind  full  eafl: ; and  keen,  and  fore, 
Its  cutting  influence  aches  in  ev’ry  pore  ! 

How  weak  thy  fabric,  man  ! — A puff,  thus  blown. 
Staggers  thy  flrength,  and  echoes  to  thy  groan. 

A tooth’s  minuteft  nerve,  let  anguifli  feize. 

Swift  kindred  fibres  catch  ! (fo  frail  our  eafe  !) 
Pinch’d,  pierc’d,  and  torn,  enflam’d,  and  unafiTuag’d, 
They  fmart,  and  fwcll,  and  throb,  and  flioot  enrag’d  ! 
From  nerve  to  nerve  fierce  flies  th’  exulting  pain  I 
— And  are  we  of  this  mighty  fabric  vain  ? 

Now  my  blood  chills ! fcarce  thro’  my  veins  It  glides  ! 
Sure  on  each  blaft  a Ihiv’ring ague  rides! 

Warn’d, 
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Warn’d,  let  me  this  bleak  eminence  forfake, 

And  to  the  vale  a different  winding  take  ! 

Half  I defcend : my  fpirits  fa  ft  decay  ; 

A terrace  now  relieves  my  weary  way. 

Clofe  with  this  ftage  a precipice  combines ; 

Whence  ftill  the  fpacioiis  country  far  declines ! 

The  herds  feem  infers  in  the  diftant  glades. 

And  men  diminifti’d,  as,  at  noon,  their  fliades  ! 
Thick  on  this  top  o’ergrown  for  walks  are  feen 
Grey,  leafiefs  wood,  and  winter-greens  between  ! 
The  red’ning  berry,  deep -ting’d  holly  fhows. 

And  matted  miftetoe,  the  white,  beftows  ! 

Tho’  loft  the  banquet  of  autumnal  fruits, 

Tho’  on  broad  oaks  no  vernal  umbrage  ftioots  ; 
Thefe  boughs  the  ftlenc’d,  ftiivVing  fongfters  feek  ! 
Thefe  foodful  berries  fill  the  hungry  beak. 

Beneath  appears  a place,  all  outward,  bare, 
Inward  the  dreary  manfton  of  defpair  ! 

The  water  of  the  mountain-road,  half-ftray’d, 
Breaks  o’er  it  wild,  and  forms  a brown  cafcade. 

Has  Nature  this  rough,  naked  piece  dcfign’d, 

To  hold  inhabitanis  of  mortal  kind  ! 

She  has.  Approach’d,  appears  a deepdefcent, 
Which  opens  in  a rock  a large  extent ! 

And  hark  ! — its  hollow  entrance  reach’d,  I hear 
A trampling  found  of  footfteps  haft’ning  near  ! 

A death-like  chillnefs  thwarts  my  panting  breaft  , 
Soft  i the  wifli’d  ohjeft  ftands  at  length  confeft  \ 
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Of  youth  his  form  ! — But  why  with  anguifli  bent  ? 
Why  pin’d  with  fallow  marks  of  difcontent  ? 

Yet  Patience,!  ab’ring  to  beguile  his  care, 

Seems  to  raife  hope,  and  fmiles  away  defpair. 
Compaflion,  in  his  eye,  furveys  my  grief, 

And  in  his  voice,  invites  me  to  relief, 
preventive  of  thy  call,  behold  my  hade, 

(He  fays,)  nor  let  warm  thanks  thy  fpirltswafte  ! 
All  fear  forget — Each  portal  I polTefs, 

Duty  wide-opens  to  receive  didrefs. 

Oblig’d,  I follow,  by  his  guidance  led; 

The  vaulted  roof  re-echoing  to  our  tread  ! 

And  now,  in  fquar’d  divilions,  I furvey 
Chambers  fequefler’d  from  the  glare  of  day  ; 

Yet  needful  lights  are  taught  to  intervene, 

Thro’  rifts ; each  forming  a perfpedive  fcenc. 

In  front  a parlour  meets  my  ent’ring  view  ; 
Oppos’d,  a room  to  fvveet  refedion  due. 

Here  my  chill’d  veins  are  warm’d  by  chippy  fires,. 
Thro’  the  bor’d  rock  above,  the  fmoke  expires  ; 
Neat,  o’er  a homely  board,  a napkin’s  fpread, 
Crown’d  with  a heapy  caniller  of  bread. 

A maple  cup  is  next  difpatch’d,  to  bring 
The  comfort  of  the  falutary  fpring  : 

Nor  mourn  we  abfent  bleffings  of  the  vine, 

Here  laughs  a frugal  bowl  of  rofy  wine  ; 

And  fav’ry  cate?,  upon  clean  embers  cafi, 

Die  hilfing,  till  fnatch’d  ofl';  a rich  repaft  I 
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Soon  leap  my  fplrits  with  enlivenM  pow’r, 

And  in  gay  converfe  glides  the  feaftful  hour. 

The  Hermit,  thus : Thou  wonder’d:  at  thy  fare  : 
On  me,  yon  city,  kind,  beftows  her  care  : 

Meat  for  keen  famine,  and  the  gen’rous  juice, 

That  warms  chill  life,  her  charities  produce: 

Accept  without  reward  ; unalk’d  ’twas  mine  ; 

Here  what  thy  health  requires,  as  free  be  thine. 
Hence  learn  that  God,  (who  in  the  time  of  need, 

In  frozen  defarts  can  the  raven  feed) 

Well-fought,  will  delegate  fome  pitying  bread, 

His  fecond  means,  to  fuccour  man  didred. 

He  paus’d.  Deep  thought  upon  his  afpecd  gloom’d ; 
Then  he,  with  fmile  humane,  his  voice  refum’d. 

I’m  jud  inform’d,  (and  laugh  me  not  tofeorn) 

By  one  unfeen  by  thee,  thou’rt  Englifli-born, 

Of  England  I — To  me  the  Britifli  date 
Rifes,  in  dear  memorial,  ever  great ! 

Here  dand  we  confeious: — Diffidence  fufpend  ! 

Free  flow  our  words ! — Did  ne’er  thy  mufe  extend 
To  grots,  where  contemplation  fmiles  ferene. 

Where  angels  vifit,  and  where  joys  convene  ? 

To  groves,  where  more  than  mortal  voices  rife  ? 
Catch  the  rapt  foul,  and  waft  it  to  the  ikies  ? 

This  cave  ! — Yon  w^alks ! — But,  ere  I more  unfold, 
What  artful  feenes  thy  eyes  fliall  here  behold, 

Think  fubjeids  of  my  toil : nor  wond’ring  gaze  ! 
What  cannot  induflry  completely  raife  ? 
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Be  the  whole  earth  in  one  great  landfcape  found, 

By  Induflry  is  all  with  beauty  crown’d  ! 

He,  he  alone,  explores  the  mine  for  gain, 

Hews  the  hard  rock,  or  harrows  up  the  plain  ; 

He  forms  the  fword  to  fmite,  he  Iheaths  the  fteel. 
Draws  health  from  herbs,  and  {hews  the  balm  to  heal  J 
Or  with  loom’d  wool  the  native  robe  fupplles ; 

Or  bids  young  plants  in  future  forelis  rife ; 

Or  fells  the  monarch  oak,  which,  borne  away. 

Shall,  with  new  grace,  the  diilant  ocean  fway  ; 

Hence  golden  Commerce  views  her  wealth  cncreafe, 
The  blifsful  child  of  Liberty  and  Peace. 

He  fcoops  the  ftubborn  Alps,  and,  flill  employ’d, 

Fills,  with  foft  fertile  mould,  the  fteril  void  ; 

Slop’d  up  white  rocks,  fmall,  yellow  harvefts  grow, 
And,  green  on  terrac’d  ftages,  vineyards  blow  ! 

By  him  fall  mountains  to  a level  fpace, 

An  iflhmus  finks,  and  funder’d  feas  embrace  ! 

He  founds  a city  on  the  naked  fhore, 

And  defolation  fiarves  the  tradl  no  more. 

From  the  wild  waves  he  'won  the  Belgic  land  ; 

Where  wide  they  foam’d  her  towns  and  traffics  fland  ; 
He  clear’d,  manur’d,  enlarg’d  the  furtive  ground. 

And  firms  the  conqueft  with  his  fenceful  mound, 

Ev’n  mid  the  wat’ry  world  his  Venice  rofe, 

Each  fabric  there,  as  Pleafure’s  feat  he  fliows ! 

Their  marts,  fports,  councils,  are  for  addon  fought, 
f-andfcapes  for  health,  and  folitude  for  thoughtf 
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What  wonder  then,  I,  by  his  potent  aid, 

A manlion  in  a barren  mountain  made  ? 

Part  thou  haft  view’d  1 — If  further  we  explore, 

Let  Induftry  deferve  applaufe  the  more. 

No  frowning  care  yon  bleft  apartment  fees, 

There  fleep  retires,  and  finds  a couch  of  eafe. 

Kind  dreams,  that  fly  remorfe,  and  pamper’d  wealth, 
There  filed  the  fmiles  of  innocence  and  health. 

Mark  ! — Heredefcends  a grot,  delightful  feat ! 
Which  warms  e’en  winter,  tempers  fummer  heat ! 
See  ! — Gurgling  from  a top,  a fpring  diftlls  ! 

In  mournful  meafures  wind  the  dripping  rills ; 

Soft  coos  of  diftant  doves,  receiv’d  around, 

In  foothing  mixture,  fwell  the  wat’ry  found  ; 

And  hence  the  ftreamlets  feek  the  terrace’  fhade. 
Within,  without,  alike  to  all  convey’d. 

Pafs  on- — New  fcenes,  by  my  creative  pow’r, 

Invite  RefledHon’s  fweet  and  folemn  hour. 

We  enter’d,  where,  in  weil-rang’d  order,  flood 
Th’  inftrudlive  volumes  of  the  wife  and  good. 

Thefe  friends  (faid  he)  tho’  I defert  mankind, 

Good  angels  never  would  permit  behind. 

Each  genius,  youth  conceals,  or  time  difplays, 

I know ; each  work  fome  feraph  here  conveys. 
Retirement  thus  prefents  my  fearchful  thought. 

What  heav’n  infpir’d,  and  what  the  mufe  has  taught ; 
What  Young,  fatiric,  and  fublime  has  writ, 

Whofe  life  is  virtue^  and  whofe  mufe  is  wit. 
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Rapt  I forefee  thy  * Mallet’s  early  aim 
Shine  in  full  worth,  and  Ihoot  at  length  to  fame* 
Sweet  fancy’s  bloom  in  Fenton’s  lay  appears. 

And  the  ripe  judgment  of  inflru6live  years. 

In  Hill  is  all  that  gen’rous  fouls  revere. 

To  virtue  and  the  mufc  for  ever  dear : 

And  Thomfon,  in  this  praife,  thy  merit  fee, 

The  tongue  that  praifes  merit,  praifes  thee. 

Thefe  fcorn  (faid  I)  the  verfe-wright  of  their  age, 
Vain  of  a labour’d,  languid,  ufelefs  page; 

To  whofe  dim  faculty  the  meaning  fong 
Is  glaring,  or  obfeure,  when  clear,  and  flrong ; 

Who,  in  cant  phrafes,  gives  a work  difgrace; 

His  wit,  and  oddnefs  of  his  tone  and  face; 

Let  the  weak  malice,  nurs’d  to  an  effay. 

In  fome  low  libel  a mean  heart  difplay  ; 

Thofe,  who  once  prais’d,  now  undeceiv’d,  defpife. 

It  lives  contemn’d  a day,  then  harmlefs  dies. 

Or  fhould  fome  nobler  bard,  their  worth,  unpraife, 
Deferring  morals,  that  adorn  his  lays, 

Alas  ! too  oft  each  fcience  Ihews  the  fame. 

The  great  grow  jealous  of  a greater  name  : 

Ye  bards,  the  frailty  mourn,  yet  brave  the  fliock  5 
Has  not  a Stillingfleet  oppos’d  a Locke  ? 

Oh,  mil  proceed,  with  facred  rapture  fir’d ! 
Unenvy’d  had  he  liv’d,  if  unadmir’d. 

^ Author  of  a poem,  called,  The  Excursion. 
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Let  Envy,  he  replied,  all  ireful  rife, 

Envy  purfues  alone  the  brave  and  wife  ; 

Maro  and  Socrates  infpire  her  pain. 

And  Pope,  the  monarch  of  the  tuneful  train  ! 

To  whom  be  Nature’s,  and  Britannia’s  pralfe  ! 

All  their  bright  honours  rufh  into  his  lays  ! 

And  all  that  glorious  warmth  his  lays  reveal. 

Which  only  poets,  kings,  and  patriots  feel  ! 

Though  gay  as  mirth,  as  curious  thought  fedate, 

As  elegance  polite,  as  pow’r  elate  ; 

Profound  as  reafon,  and  as  juftice  clear ; 

Soft  as  companion,  yet  as  truth  fevere  ; 

As  bounty  copious,  as  perfualion  fweet, 

Like  nature  various,  and  like  art  complete; 

So  fine  her  morals,  fo  fublime  her  views, 

His  life  is  almofl  equall’d  by  his  mufe. 

O Pope  ! fince  Envy  is  decreed  by  fate, 

Since  flie  purfues  alone  the  wife  and  great ; 

In  one  fmall,  emblematic  landfcape  fee, 

How  vafl  a diftance  ’twixt  thy  foe  and  thee  ! 

Truth  from  an  eminence  furveys  our  fcene, 

(A  hill,  where  all  is  clear,  and  all  ferene.) 

Rude  earth-bred  ftorms  o’er  meaner  valleys  blow. 

And  wand’ring  mills  roll,  black’ning,  far  below  ; 
Dark,  and  debas’d,  like  them,  is  Envy’s  aim. 

And  clear,  and  eminent,  like  Truth,  thy  fame. 

Thus  I.  From  what  dire  caufe  can  envy  fpring  ? 
Or  why  embofom  we  a viper’s  fling  ? 
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^TIs  Envy  flings  our  darling  paffion,  pride. 

Alas  ! (the  man  of  mighty  foul  replied) 

Why  chufe  we  mis’ries  ? Mofl  derive  their  birth 
From  one  bad  fource — we  dread  fuperior  worth ; 
Prefer’d,  it  feems  a fatire  on  our  own; 

Then  heedlefs  to  excel  we  meanly  moan  : 

Then  we  abftra6l  our  views,  and  Envy  fliow, 

Whence  fprings  the  mis’ry  pride  is  doom’d  to  know. 
Thus  folly  pain  creates  : By  wifdom’s  pow’r, 

We  Ihun  the  weight  of  many  a reftlefs  hour — . 

Lo  ! I meet  wrong  ; perhaps  the  wrong  I feel 
Tends,  by  the  fcheme  of  things,  to  public  weal. 

I,  of  the  whole  am  part— the  joy  men  fee, 

Muft  circulate,  and  fo  revolve  to  me. 

Why  fhould  I then  of  private  lofs  complain  ? 

Of  lofs,  that  proves,  perchance,  a brother’s  gain  ? 
The  wind,  that  binds  one  bark  within  the  bay. 

May  waft  a richer  freight  its  wifli’d-for  way. 

If  rains  redundant  flood  the  abje6i:  ground. 

Mountains  are  but  fupply’d,  when  vales  are  drown’d  ; 
If,  with  foft  moiflure  fwell’d,  the  vale  looks  gay, 

The  verdure  of  the  mountain  fades  away. 

Shall  clouds,  but  at  my  welfare’s  call  defcend  ? 

Shall  gravity  for  me  her  laws  fufpend  ? 

For  me  fhall  funs  their  noon-tide  courfe  forbear? 

Or  motion  not  fublifl  to  influence  air  ? 

Let  the  means  vary,  be  they  frofl,  or  flame. 

Thy  end,  O Nature ! Hill  remains  the  fame! 
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Be  this  the  motive  of  a wife  man’s  eare,— 
To  (hun  deferving  ills,  and  learn  to  bear. 


CANTO  II. 

W'  HILE  thus  a mmd  humane,  and  wife,  he  (hows, 
All-eloquent  of  truth  his  language  flows. 

Youth,  tho^  deprefsM,  thro’^all  his  form  appears; 
Thro’  all  his  fentiments  the  depth  of  years. 

Thus  he — Yet  farther  Induftry  behold, 

Which  confcious  waits  new  wonders  to  unfold. 

Enter  my  chapel  next — Lo  ! here  begin 
The  hallow’^d  rites,  that  check  the  growth  of  fin. 
When  firft  wc  met,  how  foon  you  feemM  to  know 
My  bofom,  labhung  with  the  throbs  of  woe ! 

Such  racking  throbs  ! — Soft ! when  I roufe  thofe  caresj 
On  my  chill’d  mind  pale  Recollection  glares ! 

When  moping  Frenzy  drove  my  thoughts  to  fway^ 
Here  prudent  labours  chas’d  her  pow’r  away. 

Full,,  and  rough-riling  from  yon  fculptur’d  wall, 

Bold  prophets,  nations  to  repentance  call ! 

Meek  martyrs  fmile  in  flames ! gor’d  champions  groan  1 
And  mufe-like  cherubs  tune  their  harps  in  done  ! 

Next  diadow’d  light  a rounding  force  bedows, 

Swells  into  life,  and  fpeaking  a6Hon  grows  ! 

Here  pleafing,  melancholy  fubjeds  find, 

To  calm,  amufe,  exalt  the  penfive  mind  ! 
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This  figure  tender  grief,  like  mine,  Implies, 

And  femblant  thoughts,  that  earthly  pomp  defpife. 
Such  penitential  Magdalene  reveals ; 

Loofe-veird,  in  negligence  of  charms  fhe  kneels* 
Tho’  drefs,  near-ftor’d,  its  vanity  fupplies, 

The  vanity  of  drefs  unheeded  lies. 

The  finful  world  in  forrowing  eye  fiie  keeps, 

As  o’er  Jerufalem  Mefliah  weeps. 

One  hand  her  bofom  fmites  ; in  one  appears 
The  lifted  lawn,  that  drinks  her  falling  tears. 

Since  evil  outweighs  good,  and  fways  mankind, 
True  fortitude  aflumes  the  patient  mind  : 

Such  prov’d  MefEah’s,  tho’  to  fuff ’ring  born. 

To  penury,  repulfe,  reproach  and  fcorn. 

Here,  by  the  pencil,  mark  his  flight  defign’d  : 

The  weary ’d  virgin  by  a ftream  reclin’d, 

Who  feeds  the  child.  Her  looks  a charm  exprefs, 
A modeft  charm,  that  dignifies  diflrefs. 

Boughs  o’er  their  heads  with  blufliing  fruits  depend. 
Which  angels  to  her  bufied  confort  bend. 

Hence  by  the  fmiling  infant  feems  difcern’d. 

Trifles,  concerning  Him,  all  heav’n,  concern’d. 

Here  the  transfigur’d  Son  from  earth  retires  : 

See  ! the  white  form  in  a bright  cloud  afpires ! 

Full  on  his  foll’wers  burfts  a flood  of  rays, 

Proftrate  they  fall  beneath  th’  o’erwhelming  blaze  ! 
Like  noon-tide  fummer^funs  the  rays  appear, 
Unfuff’rable,  magnificent,  and  near ! 
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What  fcene  qf  agony  the  garden  brings; 

The  cup  of  gall ; the  fuppliant  king  of  kings  ! 

The  crown  of  thorns  ; the  crofs,  that  felt  him  die  ; 
Thefe,  languid  in  the  Iketch,  unfinifh’d  lie. 

There,  from  the  dead,  centurions  fee  him  rife. 
See  I but  flruck  down  with  horrible  furprize  ! 

As  the  lirft  glory  feem’d  a fun  at  noon, 

This  cafts'  the  filver  fplendor  of  the  moon. 

Here  peopled  day,  th’  afcending  God  furveys  I 
The  glory  varies^  as  the  myriads  gaze  I 
Now  foften’d,  like  a fun  at  diflance  feen, 

When  thro’  a cloud  bright-glancing,  yet  ferene  ! 
Now  fafl-encrealing  to  the  croud  amaz’d, 

Like  fome  vail  meteor  high  in  ether  rais’d  ! 

My  labour,  yon  high-vaulted  altar  ftains 
With  dies,  that  emulate  etherial  plains. 

The  convex  glafs  which  in  that  opening  glows, 

Mid  circling  rays  a pidur’d  Saviour  (hows ! 

Bright  it  Golleds  the  beams,  which,  trembling,  all. 
Back  from  the  God,  a fhow’ry  radiance  fall. 
Light’ning  the  fcene  beneath  ! a fcene  divine  ! 
Where  faints,  clouds,  feraphs,  intermingled  fhine  ! 

Here  water-falls,  that  play  melodious  round, 

Like  a fweet  organ,  fwell  a lofty  found  ! 

The  folemn  notes  bid  earthly  palTions  fly. 

Lull  all  my  cares,  and  lift  my  foul  on  high  ! 

This  monumental  marble — this  I rear 
To  one — Oh  ! ever  mourn’d  !— Oh  ! ever  dear ! 
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He  ftopt — pathetic  fighs  the  paufe  fupply. 

And  the  prompt  tear  ftarts,  quiv’ring,  on  his  eye  ! 

I look’d — two  columns  near  the  wall  were  feen. 

An  imag’d  beauty  ftretch’d  at  length  between. 

Near  the  wept  fair,  her  harp  Cecilia  ftrung ; 

Leaning,  from  high,  a lift’ning  angel  hung  ! 
Friendfhip,  whofe  figure  at  the  feet  remains, 

A phoenix,  with  irradiate  creft,  fuflains : 

This  grac’d  one  palm,  while  one  extends  t’impart 
Two  foreign  hands,  that  clafp  a burning  heart. 

A pendent  veil  two  hov’ring  feraphs  raife, 

Which  opening  heav’n  upon  the  roof  difplays  ! 

And  two,  benevolent,  lefs*diftant,  hold 
A vafe,  colledive  of  perfumes  uproll’d  ! 

Thefe  from  the  heart,  by  Friendfiiip  held,  arlfe, 
Od’rous  as  incenfe  gath’ring  in  the  Ikies, 

In  the  fond  pelican  is  love  expreft. 

Who  opens  to  her  young  her  tender  breaft. 

Two  mated  turtles  hov’ring  hang  in  air. 

One  by  a faulcon  ftruck  ! — In  wild  defpair, 

The  hermit  cries — So  death,  alas ! deftroys 
The  tender  confort  of  my  cares  and  joys  ! 

Again  foft  tears  upon  his  eye-lid  hung, 

Again  check’d  founds  dy’d,  flutt’ring,  on  his  tongue. 
Too  well  his  pining  inmofl:  thought  I know  ! 

Too  well  e’en  filence  tells  the  ftory’d  woe ! 

To  his  my  fighs,  to  his  my  tears  reply  ! 

I ftray  o’er  all  the  tomb  a wat’ry  eye ! 
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Next,  on  the  wall  her  fcenes  of  life  I gaz’d. 
The  form  back- leaning,  by  a globe  half-raised  ! 
Cherubs  a proffer’d  crown  of  glory  (how, 

Ey’d  wiffful  by  th’  admiring  fair  below. 

In  a6lion  eloquent  difpos’d  her  hands. 

One  fliows  her  breafl,  in  rapture  one  expands ! 

This  the  fond  hermit  feiz’d  ! — o’er  all  his  foul, 

The  foft,  wild,  wailing,  amorous  paffion  Hole ! 

In  ftedfaft  gaze  his  eyes  her  afpe6l  keep, 

Then  turn  away,  awhile  dejeded  weep  ; 

Then  he  reverts  ’em  ; but  reverts  in  vain, 

Dimm’d  with  the  fwelling  grief  that  Itreams  again. 
Where  now  is  my  philofophy  ? (he  cries) 

My  joy,  hope,  reafon,  my  Olympia  dies  ! 

Why  did  I e’er  that  prime  of  bleffings  know  ? 

Was  it,  ye  cruel  fates,  t’embitter  woe  ? 

Why  would  your  bolts  not  level  firff  my  head  ? 
Why  mull  I live  to  weep  Olympia  dead  ? 

—Sir,  I had  once  a wife  ! fair  bloom’d  her  youth, 
Her  form  was  beauty,  and  her  foul  was  truth  ! 

Oh,  file  was  dear  ! How  dear,  what  words  can  fay  ? 
She  dies ! — my  heav’n  at  once  is  fnatch’d  away  ! 
Ah  ! what  avails,  that,  by  a father’s  care, 

I rofe  a wealthy  and  illiiftrious  heir  ? 

That  early  in  my  youth  I learn’d  to  prove 
Th’  inflrudrive,  pleafing,  academic  grove  ? 

That  in  the  fenate  elcquence  was  mine  ? 

That  valour  gave  me  in  the  field  to  fhinc  ? 


That 


THE  WANDERER. 


^7 


I'hat  love  fliow’r’d  bleflings  too — far  more  than  all 
High  rapt  ambition  e’er  could  happy  call  ? 

Ah  ! — What  are  thefe,  which  e’en  the  wife  adore? 
Loll  is  my  pride  1 — Olympia  is  no  more  ! 

Had  I,  ye  perfecuting  pow’rs  ! been  born 
The  world’s  cold  pity,  or,  at  beft,  its  fcorn ; 

Of  wealth,  of  rank,  of  kindred  warmth  bereft; 

To  want,  to  lliame,  to  ruthlefs  cenfure  left ! 
Patience,  or  pride,  to  this,  relief  fupplies  ! 

But  a loft  wife  ! — there  ! there  diftradion  lies ! 

Now  three  fad  years  I yield  me  all  to  grief, 

And  fly  the  hated  comfort  of  relief : 

Tho’  rich,  great,  young,  I leave  a pompous  feat, 
(My  brother’s  now)  to  feek  fome  dark  retreat : 

Mid  cloifter’d  folitary  tombs  I ftray, 

Defpair  and  horror  lead  the  cheerlefs  way  ! 

My  forrow  grows  to  fuch  a wild  excefs. 

Life,  injur’d  life,  muft  wifli  the  paflion  lefs ! 

Olympia  ! — My  Olympia ’s  loft  ! (I  cry.) 

Olympia  loft,  the  hollow  vaults  reply  ! 

Louder  I make  my  lamentable  moan ; 

The  fwelling  echoes  learn  like  me  to  groan  ; 

The  ghofts  to  fcream,  as  thro’  lone  ailles  they  fweep  ? 
The  fhrines  to  fliudder,  and  the  faints  to  weep  ! 

Now  grief  and  rage,  by  gath’ring  fighs,  fuppreft, 
Swell  my  full  heart,  and  heave  my  lab’ring  breaft  ! 
With  ftruggling  ftarts,  each  vital  firing  they  ftrain, 
And  ftrike  the  tott’ring  fabric  of  my  brain  ! 
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O’er  my  funk  fplrits  frowns  a vap’ry  fcene, 

Woe’s  dark  retreat ! the  madding  maze  of  fpleen  ! 

A deep  damp  gloom  o’erfpreads  the  murky  cell ; 

Here  pining  thoughts,  and  fecret  terrors  dwell ! 

Here  learn  the  Great  unreal  wants  to  feign  I 
Unpleafing  truths  here  mortify  the  vain  ! 

Here  learning,  blinded  firll,  and  then  beguil’d, 

Looks  dark  as  Ignorance,  as  Frenzy  wild  ! 

Here  firft  Credulity  on  Reafon  won  1 
And  here  falfe  Zeal  myfterious  rants  begun  ! 

Here  Love  inpearls  each  moment  with  a tear, 

And  Superflition  owes  to  Spleen  her  fear ! 

Fantaftic  lightnings,  thro’  the  dreary  way. 

In  fwift  Ihort  lignals  flafh  the  burfting  day  1 
Above,  beneath,  acrofs,  around,  they  fly ! 

A dire  deception  ftrikes  the  mental  eye  I 
By  the  blue  fires,  pale  phantoms  grin  fcvere  ! 

Shrill,  fancy ’d  echoes  wound  th’  affrighted  ear  t 
Air-banilh’d  fpirits  flag  in  fogs  profound. 

And,  all-obfcene,  fhed  baneful  damps  around  ! 

Now  whifpers,  trembling  in  fome  feeble  wind, 

Sigh  out  prophetic  fears,  and  freeze  the  mind  ! 

Loud  laughs  the  hag  ! — She  mocks  complaint  away? 
Unroofs  the  den,  and  lets  in  more  than  day. 

Swarms  of  wild  Fancies,  wing’d  in  various  flight, 
Seek  emblematic  fliades,  and  myflic  light ! 

Some  drive  with  rapid  fleeds  the  flilnlng  car ! 

Thefe  nod  from  thrones ! Thofe  thunder  in  the  war ! 

Till 
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Till,  tir’d,  they  turn  from  the  delufive  lliow. 

Start  from  wild  joy,  and  fix  in  fiupid  woe. 

Here  the  lone  hour,  a blank  of  life  difplays, 

Till  now  bad  thoughts  a fiend  more  a6tive  raife ; 

A fiend  in  evil  moments  ever  nigh  ! 

Death  in  her  hand,  and  frenzy  in  her  eye  ! 

Her  eye  all  red,  and  funk  ! — A robe  fhe  wore^ 

With  life's  calamities  embroider’d  o’er. 

A mirror  in  one  hand  colle6live  fhows, 

Varied,  and  multiply’d  that  group  of  woes. 

This  endlefs  foe  to  gcii’rous  toil  and  pain 
Lolls  on  a couch  for  eafe  ; but  lolls  in  vain  ; 

She  mufes  o’er  her  woe-embroider’d  veil. 

And  felf-abhorrence  heightens  in  her  breaft. 

To  fhun  her  care,  the  force  of  fleep  fhe  tries, 

Still  wakes  her  mind,  tho’  (lumbers  doze  her  eyes : 
She  dreams,  fiarts,  rifcs,  ftalks  from  place  to  place, 
With  refilefs,  thoughtful.  Interrupted  pace ; 

Now  eyes  the  fun,  and  curfes  ev’ry  ray. 

Now  the  green  ground,  where  colour  fades  away. 
Dim  fpedres  dance  ! Again  her  eye  fiie  rears ; 

Then  from  the  blood-fhot  ball  wipes  purpled  tears ; 
Then  prefTes  hard  her  brow,  with  mifchief  fraught, 
Her  brow  half  burfts  with  agony  of  thought ! 

From  me  (fhe  cries)  pale  wretch,  thy  comfort  claim, 
Born  of  Defpair,  and  Suicide  my  name  ! 

Why  fhould  thy  life  a moment’s  pain  endure  ? 

Jiere  ev’ry  objedt  proffers  grief  a cure. 
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She  points  where  leaves  of  hemlock  black’ning  (hoot ! 
Fear  not ! pluck  ! eat  (faid  Ihe)  the  fov’reign  root ! 
Then  Death,  revers’d,  fhall  bear  his  ebon  lance! 

Soft  o’er  thy  iight  fhall  fwim  the  fiiadowy  trance ! 

Or  leap  yon  rock,  poffefs  a wat’ry  grave. 

And  leave  wild  forrow  to  the  wind  and  wave  ! 

Or  mark — this  poniard  thus  from  mis’ry  frees  ! 

She  wounds  her  breafl:  ! — the  guilty  fleel  I felze  ! 
Straight,  where  flie  ftruck,  a fmoaking  fpring  of  gore 
Wells  from  the  wound,  and  floats  the  crimfon’d  floor, 
She  faints ! fhe  fades! — Calm  thoughts  the  deed  revolve, 
And  now,  unflartling,  fix  the  dire  refolve ; 

Death  drops  his  terrors,  and,  with  charming  wiles, 
Winning,  and  kind,  like  my  Olympia  fmiles  ! 

He  points  the  paflage  to  the  feats  divine, 

Where  poets,  heroes,  fainted  lovers  flrine  ! 

I come,  Olympia  ! — My  rear’d  arm  extends ; 

Half  to  my  breafl:  the  threat’ning  point  defcends ! 
Straight  thunder  rocks  the  land  ! new  lightnings  play ! 
When,  lo  ! a voice  refounds — Arife  1 away  ! 

Away  ! nor  murmur  at  th’  afflictive  rod  ! 

Nor  tempt  the  vengeance  of  an  angry  God  ! 

Fly’fl  thou  from  Providence  for  vain  relief  ? 

Such  iil-fought  eafe  fhall  draw  avenging  grief. 
Honour,  the  more  obflructed,  flronger  fhines, 

And  zeal  by  perfecution’s  rage  refines. 

By  woe,  the  foul  to  daring  adtions  fwells ; 

By  wee,  in  paintlefs  patience  it  excels  j 
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From  patience,  prudent  clear  experience  fprlngs, 

And  traces  knowledge  thro’  the  courfe  of  things  i 
Thence  hope  is  form’d,  thence  fortitude,  fuccefs, 
Renown  : — whate’er  men  covet  and  carefs. 

The  vanlfli’d  fiend  thus  fent  a hollow  voice — 
Would’fi  thou  be  happy  ! Straight  be  death  thy  choice. 
How  mean  are  thofe,  who  pafiively  complain ; 

While  a6live  fouls,  more  free,  their  fetters  firain  ? 
Tho’  knowledge  thine,  hope,  fortitude,  fuccefs, 
Renown  : — whate’er  men  covet  and  carefs ; 

On  earth  fuccefs  mull:  in  its  turn  give  way, 

And  ev’n  perfeftlon  introduce  decay. 

Never  the  world  of  fpirits  thus — their  reft 
Untouch’d  ! entire  ! once  happy,  ever  bleft  ! 

Earned:  the  heav’nly  voice  refponfive  cries. 

Oh,  liften  not  to  fubtil ty  unwife  ! 

Thy  guardian  faint,  who  mourns  thy  haplefs  fate, 
Heav’n  grants  to  prop  thy  virtue,  ere  too  late. 

Know,  if  thou  wilt  thy  dear-Iov’d  wife  deplore, 
Olympia  waits  thee  on  a foreign  fhore  ; 

There  in  a cell  thy  laft  remains  be  fpent; 

Away  ! deceive  Defpair,  and  find  Content ! 

I heard,  obey’d  ; nor  more  of  fate  complain’d  ; 
Long  feas  I meafiir’d,  and  this  mountain  gain’d. 

Soon  to  a yawning  rift,  chance  turn’d  my  way  ; 

A den  it  prov’d  where  a huge  ferpent  lay  ! 

Flame -ey’d  he  lay  ! — He  rages  now  for  food, 

Meets  my  glance,  and  meditates  my  blood  ! 
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His  bulk,  in  many  a gather’d  orb  uproll’d, 

Rears  fpire  on  fpire  ! His  fcales,  be-dropt  with  gold. 
Shine  burnifti’d  in  the  fun  ! Such  height  they  gain. 
They  dart  green  luftre  on  the  dlftant  main  ! 

Now  writh’d  in  dreadful  Hope,  he  ftoops  his  creft. 
Furious  to  fix  on  my  unlhielded  bread  ! 

Juft  as  he  fprings,  my  fabre  fmites  the  foe  ! 

Headlefs  he  falls  beneath  th’  unerring  blow ! 

Wrath  yet  remains,  tho’  ftrength  his  fabric  leaves. 

And  the  meant  hifs,  the  gafping  mouth  deceives; 

The  length’ning  trunk  flow-loofens  ev’ry  fold. 

Lingers  in  life  ; then  ftretches  ftiff,  and  cold. 

Juft  as  th’  invet’rate  fon  of  mifchief  ends, 

Comes  t white  dove,  and  near  the  fpot  defcends ; 

I hail  this  omen  1 all  bad  paffions  ceafe, 

Like  the  {lain  fnake,  and  all  within  is  peace. 

Next,  to  Religion  this  plain  roof  I raife  ! 

In  duteous  rites  my  hallow’d  tapers  blaze  I 
I bid  due  incenfe  on  my  altar  fmoke  ! 

Then,  at  this  tomb,  my  promis’d  Love  Invoke ! 

She  hears !— She  comes ! --My  heart  what  raptures  warm  ? 
All  my  Olympia  fparkles  in  the  form  ! 

No  pale,  wan,  livid  mark  of  Death  flie  bears  ! 

Each  rofeate  look  a quick’ning  tranfport  wears ! 

A robe  of  light,  high-wrought,  her  fhape  invcfts ; 

Un zon’d  the  fwelllng  beauty  of  her  breads  1 
Her  auburn  hair  each  flowing  ring  refumes. 

In  her  fair  hand,  Love’s  branch  of  myrtle  blooms! 
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Silent,  awhile,  each  well-known  charm  I trace  ; 
Then  thus,  (while  nearer  fhe  avoids  th’  embrace) 
Thou  dear  deceit  ! — muft  I a lhade  purfue  ? 

Dazzled  I gaze  ! — thou  fwimm’fl  before  my  view  ! 
Dipt  in  etherial  dews,  her  bough  divine 
Sprinkles  my  eyes,  which,  ftrengthen’d,  bear  the  Ihine: 
Still  thus  I urge  (for  Hill  the  fhadowy  blifs 
Shuns  the  warm  grafp,  nor  yields  the  tender  kifs) 

Oh,  fly  not ! — fade  not ! liften  to  Love’s  call ! 

She  lives ! — no  more  I ’m  man  ! — I ’m  fpirit  all ! 
Then  let  me  fnatch  thee  !— prefs  thee  !--take  me  whole! 
Oh,  clofe  1— yet  clofer  ! — clofer  to  my  foul ! 

Twice,  round  her  waifl,  my  eager  arms  entwined. 
And,  twice  deceiv’d,  my  frenzy  clafp’d  the  wind  ! 
Then  thus  I rav’d — Behold  thy  hulband  kneel, 

And  judge  ! O judge,  what  agonies  I feel  1 
Oh  ! be  no  longer,  if  unkind,  thus  fair  ; 

Take  Horror’s  lhape,  and  fright  me  with  defpair  ! 
Rather  than  thus,  unpitying,  fee  my  moan, 

Far  father  frown,  and  fix  me  here  in  ftone  ! 

But  mock  not  thus — Alas ! (the  charmer  faid. 

Smiling  ; and,  in  her  fmile,  foft  radiance  play’d) 

Alas  ! no  more  eluded  ftrength  employ, 

To  clafp  a ftiade  I— What  more  is  mortal  joy  ? 

Man’s  blifs  is,  like  his  knowledge,  but  furmis’d; 

One  ignorance,  the  other  pain  difguis’d  ! 

Thou  wert  (had  all  thy  wlfii  been  ftill  pofieft) 
supremely  curft  from  being  greatly  blcft ; 
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For  oh  ! fo  fair,  fo  dear  was  I to  thee, 

Thou  hadft  forgot  thy  God,  to  worfliip  me  ; 

This  he  forefavv,  and  fnatch’d  me  to  the  tomb  ; 
Above  I flounfli  in  unfading  bloom. 

Think  me  not  loft  : for  thee  I heav’n  implore  f 
Thy  guardian  angel,  tho^  a wife  no  more ! 

I,  when  abftradled  from  this  world  you  feem, 

Hint  the  pure  thought,  and  frame  theheav’nly  dream 
Clofe  at  thy  fide,  when  morning  ftreaks  the  air, 

In  Mufic’'s  voice  I wake  thy  mind  to  pray’r  ! 

By  me,  thy  hymns,  like  pureft  Incenfe,  rife, 
Fragrant  with  grace,  and  pleafing  to  the  fkies  I 
And  when  that  form  ftiall  from  its  clay  refine, 

(That  only  bar  betwixt  my  foul  and  thine  !) 

When  thy  lov’d  fplrit  mounts  to  realms  of  light, 
Then  fliall  Olympia  aid  thy  earlieft  flight ; 

Mingled  we’ll  flame  in  raptures,  that  afpire 
Beyond  all  youth,  all  fenfe,  and  all  defire. 

She  ended.  Still  fuch  fweetnefs  dwells  behind, 
Th’'  inchanting  voice  ftill  w^arbles  in  my  mind : 

But  lo  1 th’  unbodied  vifion  fleets  away  I— 

— Stay,  my  Olympia !— I conjure  thee,  ftay  !. 

Yet  ftay — for  thee  my  mem’ry  learns  to  fmart } 

Sure  ev’ry  vein  contains  a bleeding  heart ! 

Sooner  ftiall  fplendor  leave  the  blaze  of  day. 

Than  love,  fo  pure,  fo  vaft  as  mine,  decay, 

From  the  fame  heav’nly  fource  its  luftrecame, 

And  glows.  Immortal,  with  congenial  flame  1 
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f — let  me  not  with  fires  negleded  burn  ; 

Sweet  miilrefs  of  my  foul,  return,  return  ! 

Alas  ! — file’s  fled  ! — I traveiTe  now  the  place. 
Where  my  enamour’d  thoughts  her  footfleps  trace. 
Now,  o’er  the  tomb,  I bend  tuy  drooping  head, 
There  tears,  the  eloquence  of  forrow,  flied. 

Sighs  choak  my  words,  unable  to  exprefs 
The  pangs,  the  throbs  of  fpeechlefs  tendernefs ! 

Not  with  more  ardent,  more  tranfparent  flame, 

Call  dying  faints  on  their  Creator’s  name. 

Than  I on  hers ; — but,  thro’  yon  yielding  door. 
Glides  a new  phantom  o’er  th’  illumin’d  floor  I 
The  roof  fwift-kindlcs  from  the  beaming  ground. 
And  floods  of  living  luftre  flame  around ! 

In  all  the  majefly  of  light  array’d. 

Awful  it  fliines! — ’tis  Cato’s  honour’d  fhade  ! 

As  I,  the  heav’nly  vifitant  purfue, 

Sublimer  glory  opens  to  my  view  ! 

He  fpeaks ! — But,  oh  ! what  words  lhall  dare  repeat 
His  thoughts  1 — they  leave  me  fir’d  with  patriot  heat 
More  than  poetic  raptures  now  I feel. 

And  own  that  godlike  paflion,  public  zeal  ! 

But,  from  my  frailty,  it  receives  a ftain, 

I grow,  unlike  my  great  Infplrer,  vain  ; 

And  burn,  once  more,  the  bufy  world  to  know, 

And  would,  in  fcenes  of  adllon  foremoft  glow  ! 
Where  proud  ambition  points  her  dazzling  rays ! 
Where  coronets  and  crowns,  attradlive,  blaze  ! 
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When  my  Olympia  leaves  the  realms  above. 

And  lures  me  back  to  folitary  love. 

She  tells  me  truth,  prefers  an  humble  ftate. 

That  genuine  greatnefs  Ihuns  the  being  great ! 

That  mean  are  thofe,  who  falfe-tcrm’d  honour  prize  ; 
Whofe  fabricks,  from  their  country's  ruin  rife ; 

Who  look  the  traitor,  like  the  patriot  fair ; 

Who,  to  enjoy  the  vineyard,  wrong  the  heir. 

I hear  ! — thro’  all  my  veins  new  tranfpots  roll ! 

I gaze  ! — warm  love  comes  rufhing  on  my  foul ! 
Ravifh’d  I gaze  ! — again  her  charms  decay  ! 

Again  my  manhood  to  my  grief  gives  way  ! 

Cato  returns ! — Zeal  takes  her  courfe  to  reign  I 
But  zeal  is  in  ambition  loft  again  ! 

I’m  now  the  Have  of  fondnefs  ! — now  of  pride  ! 

— By  turns  they  conquer,  and  by  turns  fubfide  ! 
Thefe  balanc’d  each  by  each,  the  golden  mean. 
Betwixt  them  found,  gives  happinefs  ferene; 

This  I’ll  enjoy  ! — He  ended  ! — I reply’d  : 

O Hermit ! thou  art  worth  feverely  try’d  ! 

But  had  not  innate  grief  produc’d  thy  woes, 

Men,  barb’rous  men,  had  prey’d  on  thy  repofe.^ 
When  feeking  joy,  we  feldom  forrow  mifs, 

And  often  mis’ry  points  the  path  to  blifs. 

The  foil,  moft  worthy  of  the  thrifty  fwain, 

Is  wounded  thus,  ere  trufted  with  the  grain  ; 

The  ftruggling  grain  muft  workobfcure  its  way, 

Ere  the  firft  green  fprings  upward  to  the  day  ; 
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Up-fprung,  fuch  vveed-like  coarfenefs  it  betrays, 
Flocks  on  th’  abandon’d  blade  permiffive  graze ; 

Then  fhoots  the  wealth,  from  imperfedion  clear, 

A.nd  thus  a grateful  harvefl:  crowns  the  year. 

CANTO  III, 

HUS  free  our  foclal  time  from  morning  flows, 
TUI  rifing  fliade's  attempt  the  day  to  clofe. 

Thus  my  new  friend  : Behold  the  light’s  decay : 

Back  to  yon  city"  let  me  point  thy  way. 

South-weft,  behind  yon  hill,  the  flooping  fun, 

To  ocean’s  verge  his  fluent  courfe  has  run  : 

His  parting  eyes  a wat’ry  radiance  fhed,  ' 

Glance  through  the  vale,  and  tip  the  mountain’s  head ; 
To  which  oppos’d  the  lhad’wy  gulfs  below, 

Beauteous,  refled  the  party -colour’d  fnow. 

Now  dance  the  ftars,  where  Velper  leads  the  way ; 
Yet  all  faint-glimm’ring  with  remains  of  day. 

Orient,  the  Queen  of  Night  emits  her  dawn, 

And  throws,  unfeen,  her  mantle  o’er  the  lawn* 

Up  the  blue  fteep,  her  crimfon  orb  now  fliines ; 

Now  on  the  mountain-top  her  arm  reclines, 

In  a red  crefcent  feen  : her  zone  now  gleams. 

Like  Venus,  quiv’ring  in  refleding  ftreams. 

Yet  red’ning,  yet  round-burning  up  the  air, 

From  the  white  cliff,  her  feet  flow-rifing  glare ! 
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See  ! flames,  condens’d,  now  vary  her  attire  ; 

Her  face,  a broad  circumference  of  fire. 

Dark  firs  feem  kindled  in  nodurnal  blaze ; 

Thro’  ranks  of  pines,  her  broken  lullre  plays, 

Here  glares,  there  brown -projeding  fliade  bellows, 
And,  glltt’ring,  fports  upon  the  fpangled  fnows. 

Now  filver  turn  her  beams  ! — Yon  den  they  gain  ; 
The  big,  rouz’d  lion  fliakes  his  brindled  main. 

Fierce,  fleet,  gaunt  monflers,  all  prepar’d  for  gore, 
Rend  woods,  vales,  rocks,  with  wide-refounding  roar. 
O dire  prefage  ! — But  fear  not  thou,  my  friend, 

Our  fteps  the  guardians  of  the  juft  attend. 

Homeward  I’ll  wait  thee  on — and  now  furvey. 

How  men,  and  fpirits,  chace  the  night  away  ! 

Yon  nymps  and  fwains  in  am’rous  mirth  advance  ; 

To  breathing  mufic  moves  the  circling  dance. 

Here  the  bold  youth  in  deeds  advem’rous  glow, 
Skimming  in  rapid  fleds  the  crackling  fnow. 

Not  when  Tydides  won  the  fun’ral  race, 

Shot  his  light  car  along  in  fwifter  pace. 

Here  the  glaz’d  way  with  iron  feet  they  dare, 

And  glide,  well-pois’d,  like  Mercuries  in  air. 

There  crowds,  with  ftable  tread,  and  levell’d  eye, 
Lift,  and  difmifs  the  quoits,  that  whirling  fly. 

With  force  fuperior,  not  with  fkill  fo  true, 

The  pond’rous  diflc  from  Romnn  finews  flew. 

Where  neighb’ring  hills  fome  cloudy  flieet  fuftaln, 
Freez’d  o’er  the  nether  vale  a penfive  plain, 
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Crofs  the  rooPd  hollow  rolls  the  maffy  round, 

The  crack’d  ice  rattles,  and  the  rocks  refound  ! 
Cenfures,  difputes,  and  laughs,  alternate,  rife ; 

And  deaf’ning  clangor  thunders  up  the  ikies. 

Thus,  amid  crowded  images,  ferene, 

From  hour  to  hour  we  pafs’d,  from  fcene  to  fcene  : 

Fail  wore  the  night.  Full  long  we  pac’d  our  way  ; 
Vain  fteps  ! the  city  yet  far  diilant  lay. 

While  thus  the  Hermit,  ere  my  wonder  fpoke. 

Me  thought,  with  new  amufement,  filence  broke  : 

Yon  amber-hu’d  cafcade,  which  fleecy  flies 
Thro’  rocks,  and  ftrays  along  the  tracklefs  ikies 
To  frolic  fairies  marks  the  mazy  ring ; 

Forth  to  the  dance  from  little  cells  they  fpring, 
Meafur’d  to  pipe,  or  harp  ! — and  next  they  fland,, 
Marfhall’d  beneath  the  moon,  a radiant  band  ! 

In  froft-work  now  delight  the  fportive  kind  : 

Now  court  wild  Fancy  in  the  whiflling  wind* 

Hark ! — the  funereal  bell’s  deep^founding  toll* 

To  blifs,  from  mis’ry,  calls  fome  righteous  foul ! 

Juft  freed  from  life,  like  fwift-afcending  fire, 

Glorious  it  mounts,  and  gleams  from  yonder  fpire  ! 
Light  claps  its  wings  !-^It  views,  with  pitying  light, 
The  friendly  mourner  pay  the  pious  rite  ; 

The  plume  high-wrought,  that  blackening  nods  in  air; 
The  flow-pac’d  weeping  pomp  ; the  folemn  pray’r ; 
The  decent  tomb  ; the  verfe,  that  Sorrow  gives, 
Where,  to  remembrance  fweet,  fair  Virti^e  lives- 
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Now  to  mld-heav’n  the  whiten’d  moon  inclines, 
And  (hades  contract,  mark’d  out  in  clearer  lines  ; 
With  noifelefs  gloom  the  plains  are  delug’d  o’er : 

See  ! — from  the  north,  what  dreaming  meteors  pour! 
Beneath  Bootes  fprings  the  radiant  train, 

And  quiver  thro’  the  axle  of  his  wain. 

O’er  altars  thus,  impainted,  we  behold 
Half-circling  glories  (hoot  in  rays  of  gold. 

Crofs  either  fwift  dance  the  vivid  fires  ! 

As  fwift  again  each  pointed  flame  retires ! 

In  fancy’s  eye  encount’ring  armies  glare. 

And  fanguine  enfigns  wave  unfurFd  in  air ! 

Hence  the  weak  vulgar  deem  impending  fate, 

A monarch  ruin’d,  or  unpeopled  flate. 

Thus  comets,  dreadful  vilitants  ! arife 
To  them  wild  omens,  fcience  to  the  wife! 

Thefe  mark  the  comet  to  the  fun  incline, 

While  deep-red  flames  around  its  center  Ihine ! 

While  its  fierce  rear  a winding  trail  difplays, 

And  lights  all  ether  with  the  fweepy  blaze! 

Or  when,  compell’d,  it  flies  the  torrid  zone, 

And  flioots  by  worlds  unnumber’d,  and  unknown ; 

By  worlds,  whofe  people,  all-aghaft  with  fear, 

May  view  that  minifter  of  vengeance  near  1 
’Till  now  the  tranfient  glow,  remote,  and  lofl. 
Decays,  and  darkens  ’mid  involving  frofi  ! 

Or  when  it,  fun-ward,  drinks  rich  beams  again, 

And  burns  imperious  on  th’  etherial  plain  ! 
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The  learn’d-one,  curious,  eyes  it  from  afar, 

Sparkling  thro’  night,  a new,  illuftrious  ftar ! 

The  moon,  defcending,  faw  us  now  purfue 
The  various  talk  the  city  near  in  view ! 

Here  from  iVill  life  (he  cries)  avert  thy  light. 

And  mark  what  deeds  adorn,  or  lhame  the  night ! 
But,  heedful,  each  immodeft  profped  fly ; 

Where  decency  forbids  enquiry’s  eye. 

Man  were  not  man,  without  love’s  wantdn  fire. 

But  reafon’s  glory  is  to  quell  defire. 

What  are  thy  fruits,  O Lull  ? Short  bleflings,  bought 
With  long  remorfe,  the  feed  of  bitter  thought ; 
Perhaps  fome  babe  to  dire  difeafes  born. 

Doom’d  for  another’s  crimes,  thro’  life,  to  mourn ; 

Or  murder’d,  to  preferve  a mother’s  fame  ; 

Or  call:  obfeure  ; the  child  of  want  and  lhame  ! 

Falfe  pride  ! What  vices  on  our  condud  fteal, 

From  the  world’s  eye  one  frailty  to  conceal  ? 

Ye  cruel  mothers  ! — Soft ! thofe  words  command  ; 

So  near  fliall  cruelty  and  mother  fland  ? 

Can  the  dove’s  bofom  fnakey  venom  draw  ? 

Can  its  foot  fliarpen , like  the  vulture’s  claw  ? 

Can  the  fond  goat,  or  tender  fleecy  dam 
Howl,  like  the  wolf,  to  tear  the  kid,  or  lamb  ? 

Yes,  there  are  mothers — There  I fear’d  his  aim. 

And  confeious,  trembled  at  the  coming  name ; 

Then,  with  a figh,  his  llTuing  words  oppos’d  ! 
Straight  with  a falling  tear  the  fpeech  he  clos’d. 
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That  tendernefs  which  ties  of  blood  deny, 

Nature  repaid  me  from  a Granger’s  eye. 

Pale  grew  my  cheeks ! — But  now  to  gen’ral  views 
Our  convene  turns,  which  thus  my  friend  renews. 

Yon  manfion,  made  by  beaming  tapers  gay. 
Drowns  the  dim  night,  and  counterfeits  the  day. 
From  lumin’d  windows  glancing  on  the  eye, 

Around,  athwart,  the  frifking  fliadows  dy. 

There  midnight  riot  fpreads  illufive  joys, 

And  fortune,  health,  and  dearer  time  deltroys. 

Soon  death’s  dark  agent  to  luxuriant  eafe, 

Shall  wake  fliarp  warnings  in  fome  fierce  difeafe. 

O man  ! thy  fabric’s  like  a well-form ’d  flate ; 

Thy  thoughts,  firft-rank’d, were  fure  defign’d  the  great  | 
Paffions  plebeians  are,  which  fadion  raife ; 

Wine,  like  pour’d  oil,  excites  the  raging  blaze : 

Then  giddy  anarchy’s  rude  triumphs  rife  : 

Then  fov’reign  reafon  from  her  empire  flies : 

That  ruler  once  depos’d,  wifdom  and  wit, 

To  noife  and  folly,  place  and  pow’r  fubinit; 

Like  a frail  bark  thy  weaken’d  mind  is  tofr. 

Unfleer’d,  unbalanc’d,  till  its  wealth  is  loft. 

The  mifer-fpirit  eyes  the  fpendthrift  heir, 

And  mourns,  too  late,  effeds  of  fordid  care. 

His  treafures  fly  to  cloy  each  fawning  flave ; 

Yet  grudge  a flone  to  dignify  his  grave. 

For  this,  low-ihoughted  craft  his  life  employ’d; 

For  this,  tho’  wealthy,  he  no  wealth  enjoy’d ; 
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For  this,  he  grip’d  the  poor,  and  alms  deny’d, 
Unfriended  liv’d,  and  unlamented  died. 

Yet  fmile,  griev’d  fliade  ! when  that  unprofp’rous  ftore 
Faft-lefTens,  when  gay  hours  return  no  more ; 

Smile  at  thy  heir,  beholding  in  his  fall, 

Men  once  oblig’d,  like  him,  ungrateful  all ! 

Then  thought-infpiring  woe  his  heart  fliall  mend, 

And  prove  his  only  wife,  unflatt’ring  friend. 

Folly  exhibits  thus  unmanly  fport. 

While  plotting  mifchief  keeps  referv’d  her  court. 

Lo  ! from  that  mount,  in  blafting  fulphur  broke, 
Stream  flames  voluminous,  enwrapp’d  with  fmoke ! 

In  chariot-fliape  they  whirl  up  yonder  tow’r. 

Lean  on  its  brow,  and  like  deftru6lion  low’r ! 

From  the  black  depth  a fiery  legion  f])rings  ; 

Each  bold,  bad  fpe61re  claps  her  founding  wings : 

And  ftraight  beneath  a fummon’d,  trait’rous  band, 

On  horror  bent,  in  dark  convention  {land  : 

From  each  fiend’s  mouth  a ruddy  vapour  flows, 

Glides  thro’  the  roof,  and  o’er  the  council  glows  : 

The  villains,  clofe  beneath  th’  infedion  pent, 

Feel,  all-poflefs’d,  their  rlfing  galls  ferment ; 

And  burn  with  fadlion,  hate,  and  vengeful  ire, 

For  rapine,  blood,  and  devafiation  dire  ! 

But  Juflice  marks  their  ways : flie  waves,  in  air, 

The  fvvord,  high-threat’ning,  like  a comet’s  glare. 

While  here  dark  Villainy  herfelf  deceives, 

There  ftudious  Honefiy  our  view^  relieves. 
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A feeble  taper,  from  yon  lonefome  room, 

Scattering  thin  rays,  juft  glimmers  thro’  the  gloom. 
There  fits  the  fapient  bard  in  mufeful  mood. 

And  glows  impaffion’d  for  his  country’s  good  ! 1 
All  the  bright  fpirits  of  the  juft,  combin’d, 

Inform,  refine,  and  prompt  his  tow’ring  mind ! 

He  takes  the  gifted  quill  from  hands  divine, 

Around  his  temples  rays  refulgent  (hine  1 

Now  rapt ! now  more  than  man  ! — I fee  him  climb, 

To  view  this  fpeck  of  earth  from  worlds  fublime ! 

I fee  him  now  o’er  Nature’s  works  prefide  ! 

How  clear  the  vifion  1 and  the  fcene  how  wide  ! 

Let  fome  a name  by  adulation  raife. 

Or  fcandal,  meaner  than  a venal  praife  ! 

My  mufe  (he  cries)  a nobler  profpedt  view  ! 

Thro’  fancy’s  wilds  fome  moral’s  point  purfue  ! 
From  dark  deception  clear-drawn  truth  difplay, 

As  from  black  chaos  rofe  refplendent  day  ! 

Awake  compaflion,  and  bid  terror  rife  ! 

Bid  humble  forrows  ftrike  fuperior  eyes ! 

So  pamper’d  pow’r,  unconfcious  of  diftrefs, 

May  fee,  be  mov’d,  and,  being  mov’d,  redrefs. 

Ye  tray  tors,  tyrants,  fear  his  ftinging  lay  ! 

Ye  pow’rs  unlov’d,  unpity’d  in  decay  ! 

But  know,  to  you  fweet-blolTom’d  Fame  he  brings. 
Ye  heroes,  patriots,  and  paternal  kings  ! 

O Thou,  who  form’d,  who  rais’d  the  poet’s  art, 
(Voice  of  thy  will ! ) unerring  force  impart ! 
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If  wailing  worth  can  gen’rous  warmth  excite. 

If  verfe  can  gild  inftrudtion  with  delight, 

Infpire  his  honeft  Mufe  with  orient  flame. 

To  rife,  to  dare,  to  reach  the  noblefi:  aim  ! 

But,  O my  friend  ! myflerious  is  our  fate  ! 

How  mean  his  fortune,  tho’  his  mind  elate  ! 
^neas'like,  he  pafles  thro’  the  crowd, 

Unfought,  unfeen  beneath  misroftune’s  cloud  ; 
Or.feen  with  flight  regard  : Unprais’d  his  name; 
His  after-honour,  and  our  after-fliame. 

The  doom’d  defert  to  av’rice  flands  confefs’d  ; 

Her  eyes  averted  are,  and  fleel’d  her  breafl. 

Envy  afquint  the  future  wonder  eyes  : 

Bold  Infult,  pointing,  hoots  him  as  he  flies  ; 
While  coward  Cenfure,  Iklli’d  in  darker  ways, 
Hints  fure  detradion  in  diflembied  praife  ! 
Hunger,  thirft,  nakednefs,  there  grievous  fall ! - 
Unjulf  Deriflon  too !— that  tongue  of  gall ! 

Slpw  comes  relief,  with  no  mild  charms  endu’d, 
Uflier’d  by  Pride,  and  by  Reproach  purfu’d. 
Forc’d  Pity  meets  him  with  a cold  refped, 

Unkind  as  Scorn,  ungen’rous  as  Negledt. 

Yet,  fuff’ring  Worth  ! thy  fortitude  will  fliine  ! 
Thy  foes  are  Virtue’s,  and  her  friends  are  thine  ! 
Patience  is  thine,  and  Peace  thy  days  fliall  crown  f 
Thy  treafure  Prudence,  and  thy  claim  Renown  : 
Myriads,  unborn,  fliall  mourn  thy  haplefs  fate, 

' And  myriads  grow,  by  thy  example,  great ! 
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Hark  ! from  the  vvatch-tow’r  rolls  the  trumpet’s  found 
Sweet  thro’  ftill  night,  proclaiming  fafety  round  i 
Yon  lliade  illullrious  quits  the  realms  of  rell, 

To  aid  feme  orphan  of  its  race  diflrefl, 

Safe  winds  him  thro’  the  fubterraneous  way, 

That  mines  yon  raanficn,  grown  with  ruin  grey. 
And  marks  the  wealthy,  unfufpe6led  ground, 

Where,  green  with  ruft,  long-buried  coins  abound. 
This  plaintive  ghoft,  from  earth  when  newly  fled, 
Saw  thofe,  the  living  trufted,  wrong  the  dead ; 

He  faw,  by  fraud  abus’d,  the  iifelefs  hand 
Sign  the  falfe  deed  that  alienates  his  land  ; 

Heard,  on  his  fame,  injurious  cenfure  thrown, 

And  mourn’d  the  beggar’d  orphan’s  bitter  groan. 
Commiilion’d  now,  the  falfhood  he  reveals. 

To  juftice  foon  th’  enabled  heir  appeals ; 

Soon,  by  this  wealth,  are  coftly  pleas  maintain’d, 
And,  by  difeover’d  truth,  loft  right  regain’d. 

But  why  (may  feme  enquire)  why  kind  fuccefs, 
Since  myftic  heav’n  gives  mis’ry  oft  to  blefs  r 
Tho’  mis’ry  leads  to  happinefs^and  truth, 

Unequal  to  the  load,  this  languid  youth, 
Unftrengthen’d  virtue  fcarce  his  bofom  fir’d, 

And  fearful  from  his  growing  wants  retir’d. 

(Oh,  let  none  cenfure,  if,  untried  by  grief. 

If,  arnidft  woe,  untempted  by  relief,) 

He  ftoop’d  reludlant  to  low  arts  of  fliamc. 

Which  then,  ev’n  then  he  fcorn’d,  and  bliifli’d  to  name 

Heav’ 
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Heav’n  fees,  and  makes  th’  imperfedt  worth  Its  care, 
And  cheers  the  trembling  heart,  unform’d  to  bear. 
Now  riling  fortune  elevates  his  mind, 

He  {bines  unclouded,  and  adorns  mankind. 

So  in  fome  engine,  that  denies  a vent, 

If  imrefpiring  is  fome  creature  pent, 

It  lickens,  droops,  and  pants,  and  gafps  for  breath, 

Sad  o’er  the  light  fwlm  fliad’wy  mills  of  death  ; 

If  then  kind  air  pours  pow’rful  in  again, 

New  heats,  new  pulfcs  quicken  ev’ry  vein  ; 

From  the  clear’d,  lifted,  life-rekindled  eye, 

Difpers’d,  the  dark  and  dampy  vapours  fly. 

From  trembling  tombs  the  ghofls  of  greatnefs  rife, 
And  o’er  their  bodies  hang  with  willful  eyes ; 

Or  difcontented  llalk,  and  mix  their  bowls 
With  howling  wolves,  their  fcreams  with  fcreamingowls* 
The  interval  ’twixt  night  and  morn  is  nigh, 

Winter  more  nitrous  chills  the  fhadow’d  llty. 

Springs  with  loft  heats  no  more  give  borders  green^ 
Nor  fmoaking  breathe  along  the  whiten’d  fcene  ; 
While  Ileamy  currents,  fvveet  in  profped,  charm 
Like  veins  blue-winding  on  a fair-one’s  arm. 

Now  Sleep  to  Fancy  parts  with  half  his  pow’r, 

And  broken  flumbers  drag  the  reftlefs  hour. 

The  murder’d  feems  alive,  and  ghallly  glares. 

And  in  dire  dreams  the  confcious  murd’rer  fcares, 
Shews  the  yet-fpouting  wound,  th’  enfanguin’d  floors 
The  walls  yet  fmoaking  with  the  fpatter’d  gore ; 
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Or  fhrieks  to  dozing  juftice,  and  reveals 

The  deed,  which  fraudful  art  from  day  conceals ; 

The  delve  obfcene,  where  no  fufpicion  pries, 

Where  the  disfigur’d  corfe  unflirouded  lies  ; 

The  fure,  the  flriking  proof,  fo  firong  maintain’d, 
Pale  Guilt  fiarts  felf-convidled,  when  arraign’d, 
Thefe  fpirits,  treafon  of  its  pow’r  divefi, 

And  turn  the  peril  from  the  patriot’s  breaft. 

Thofe  folemn  thought  infpire,  or  bright  defcend 
To  fnatch,  in  vifion  fweet,  the  dying  friend. 

But  we  deceive  the  gloom,  the  matin  bell 
Summon’s  to  prayer ! — Now  breaks  th’ inchanter’s  fpell  I 
And  now — But  yon  fair  fpirit’s  form  furvey  ! 

’Tis  file  ! — Olympia  beckons  me  away  ! 

I hafie ! I fly — adieu  ! — and  when  you  fee 
The  youth  who  bleeds  with  fondnefs,  think  on  me ; 
Tell  him  my  tale,  and  be  his  pain  careft ; 

By  love  I tortur’d  was,  by  love  I’m  blefi. 

When  worfhip’d  woman  we  entranc’d  behold, 

We  praife  the  Maker  in  his  fairefi:  mould  ; 

The  pride  of  nature,  harmony  combin’d,  . 

And  light  immortal  to  the  foul  refin’d  ! 

Depriv’d  of  charming  woman,  fcon  we  mifs 
The  prize  of  friendfliip,  and  the  life  of  blifs  ! 

Still  thro’  the  fliades  Olympia  dawning  breaks! 
What  bloom,  what  brightnefs  lufters  o’er  her  cheeks  t 
Again  (lie  calls ! — I dare  no  longer  flay  ! 

A kind  fare wel— Olympia,  I obey. 
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He  turn’d,  nor  longer  in  my  fight  remain’d  ; 
The  mountain  he,  I fafe  the  city  gain’d. 
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Still  o’er  my  mind  wild  Fancy  holds  her  fway, 
Still  on  ftrange  vilionary  land  I ftray. 

Now  fcenes  crowd  thick  ! now  indiftind  appear  ! 
Swift  glide  the  months,  and  turn  the  varying  year  ! 

Near  the  Bull’s  horn  light’s  riling  monarch  draws  ; 
Now  on  its  back  the  Pleiades  he  thaws 
From  vernal  heat  pale  winter  forc’d  to  fly. 

Northward  retires,  yet  turns  a wat’ry  eye  : 

Then  with  an  aguifli  breath  nips  infant  blooms, 
Deprives  unfolding  fpring  of  rich  perfumes, 

Shakes  the  flow-circling  blood  of  human  race. 

And  in  fliarp,  livid  looks  contrafts  the  face. 

Now  o’er  Norwegian  hills  he  ftrides  away : 

Such  flipp’ry  paths  Ambition’s  fteps  betray. 

Turning,  with  fighs,  far  fpiral  firs  he  fees. 

Which  bow  obedient  to  the  fouthern  breeze. 

Now  from  yon  Zemblan  rock  his  crefi:  he  fhrouds. 
Like  Fame’s,  obfeur’d  an>id  the  whitening  clouds  j 
Thence  his  loft  empire  is  with  tears  deplor’d : 

Such  tyrants  died  o’er  liberty  reftor’d. 

Beneath  his  eye  (that  throws  malignant  light 
Ten  times  the  meafur’d  round  of  mortal  fight) 

D A wafte, 
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A wafte,  pale-gllmm’ring,  like  a moon,  that  vvancs^ 

A wild  expanfe  of  frozen  fea  contains. 

It  cracks  ! vaft  floating  mountains  beat  the  fhore; 

Far  off  he  hears  thofe  icy  ruins  roar, 

And  from  the  hideous  crafh  diflradted  flies, 

Like  one  who  feels  his  dying  infant’s  cries. 

Near^  and  more  near  the  rufliing  torrents  found, 

And  one  great  rift  runs  thro’  the  vafl:  profound, 

Swift  as  a fhooting  meteor  ; groaning  loud, 

Like  deep-roll’d  thunder  thro’  a rending  cloud. 

The  late-dark  Pole  now  feels  unfetting  day  ; 

In  hurricanes  of  wrath  he  whirls  his  way  ; 

O’er  many  a polar  Alp  to  Frofl:  he  goes, 

O’er  crackling  vales,  embrown’d  with  melting  fnows  ; 
Here  bears  ftalk  tenants  of  the  barren  fpace, 

Few  men  I unfocial  thofe  ! — a barb’rous  race  ! 

At  length  the  cave  appears  ! the  race  is  run  : 

Now  he  recounts  vafl  conquefls  loflr,  and  won, 

And  taleful  in  th’  embrace  of  Frofl  remains, 

Barr’d  from  our  climes,  and  bound  in  icy  chains. 

Meanwhile  the  fun  his  beams  on  Cancer  throws, 
Which  now  beneath  his  warmefl  influence  glows. 

From  glowing  Cancer  fall’n,  the  King  of  day. 

Red  thro’  the  kindling  Lion  (hoots  his  ray. 

The  tawny  harvefl  pays  the  /earlier  plough, 

And  mellowing  fruitage  loads  the  bending  bough. 

’Tis  day-fprlng.  Now  green  lab’rinths  I frequent. 
Where  Wifdom  oft  retires  to  meet  Content. 
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The  mounting  lark  her  warbling  anthem  lends, 

From  note  to  note  the  ravifli’d  foul  afcends ; 

As  thus  it  would  the  patriarch’s  ladder  climb, 

By  fome  good  angel  led  to  worlds  fublime  : 

Oft  (legends  fay)  the  fnake,  with  waken’d  ire, 

Like  Envy  rears  in  many  a fcaly  fpire  ; 

Then  fongflers  droop,  then  yield  their  vital  gore. 

And  innocence  and  rnulic  are  no  more. 

Mild  rides  the  morn  in  orient  beauty  drefl, 

An  azure  mantle,  and  a purple  veft, 

Which,  blown  by  gales,  her  gem  my  feet  difplay, 

Her  amber  trelTes  negligently  gay. 

Colledled  now  her  rofy  hand  they  fill. 

And,  gently  wrung,  the  pearly  dew  diftil. 

The  fongful  zephyrs,  and  the  laughing  hours. 

Breathe  fweet ; and  drew  her  op’ning  way  with  fiow’rg 
The  chatt’ ring  fwallows  leave  their  nefted  care. 

Each  promifing  return  with  plenteous  fare. 

So  the  fond  fwain,  who  to  the  market  hies, 

Stills,  with  big  hopes,  his  infant’s  tender  cries. 

Yonder  two  turtles,  o’er  their  callow  brood, 

Hang  hov’ring,  ere  they  feek  their  guiltlefs  food. 
Fondly  they  bill.  Now  to  their  morning  care. 

Like  our  firft  parents,  part  the  am’rous  pair : 

But  ah  ! — a pair  no  more  ! — With  fpreading  wings. 
From  the  high-founding  cliff  a vulture  fprings ; 
Steady  he  fails  along  tb’  aerial  grey, 

Swoops  down,  and  bears  yon  tim’rousdove  away. 

D z Start 


THE  WANDERER. 


gtart  we,  who  worfe  than  vultures,  Nimrods  find. 
Men  meditating  prey  on  human-kind  ? 

Wild  beafts  to  gloomy  dens  repace  their  way, 
Where  theircoucli’d  youngdemandthe  (laughter’d  prey* 
Rooks,  from  their  nodding  nefts,  black-fwarming  fly. 
And,  in  hoarfe  uproar,  tell  the  fowler  nigh. 

Now,  in  his  tabernacle  rous’d,  the  fun 
Is  warn’d  the  blue  etherial  fteep  to  run  ; 

While  on  his  couch  of  floating  jafper  laid, 

From  his  bright  eye  Sleep  calls  the  dewy  fliade. 

The  cryftal  dome  tranfparent  pillars  raife, 

Whence,  beam’d  from  faphires,  living  azure  plays  ; 
The  liquid  floor,  in-wrought  with  pearls  divine, 

Where  all  his  labours  in  mofaic  fliine. 

His  coronet,  a cloud  of  filver-white  : 

His  robe  with  unconfuming  crimfon  bright. 

Varied  with  gems,  all  heaven’s  polledted  ftore  ! 

While  his  loofe  locks  defcend,  a golden  fhow’r. 

If  to  his  fleps  compar’d,  we  tardy  find 
The  Grecian  racers,  who  out-ftrip  the  wind, 

Fleet  to  the  glowing  race  behold  him  ftart ! 

His  quick’ning  eyes  a quiv’ring  radiance  dart, 

And,  while  this  lafl:  nodurnal  flag  is  furl’d, 

Swift  into  life  and  motion  look  the  world- 
Thefun-flow’r  now  averts  her  blooming  cheek 
From  well:,  to  view  his  eaflern  luflre  break. 

What  gay,  creative  pow’r  his  prefence  brings  ? 

Hills,  lawns,  lakes,  villages !— the  face  of  things, 
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All  night  beneath  fucceflive  fliadows  mlfs’d, 

Inftant  begins  in  colours  to  exifl : 

But  abfent  thefe  from  Tons  of  riot  keep, 

Loft  in  impure,  unmeditating  deep. 

T’unlock  his  fence,  the  new-ris’n  (wain  prepares, 

And  ere  forth-driv’n  recounts  his  fleecy  cares  ; 

When,  lo!  an  ambuftiM  wolf,  with  hunger  bold, 
Springs  at  the  prey,  and  fierce  invades  the  fold  ! 

But  by  the  paftor  not  in  vain  defy’d, 

Like  our  arch-foe  by  fome  celeftial  guide. 

Spread  on  yon  rock  the  fea-calf  I furvey  : 

Balk’d  in  the  fun,  his  Ikin  refleds  the  day. 

He  fees  yon  tow’r-like  Ihip  the  waves  divide, 

And  flips  again  beneath  the  glafly  tide. 

The  wat’ry  herbs,  and  (hrubs,  and  vines,  andflow’rs. 
Rear  their  bent  heads,  o’ercharg’d  with  nightly  fliow’rs# 
Hail,  glorious  fun  ! to  whofe  attradive  fires, 

The  waken’d,  vegetative  life  afpires  ! 

The  juices,  wrought  by  thy  diredfive  force. 

Thro’  plants  and  trees  perform  their  genial  courfe, 
Extend  in  root,  with  bark  unyielding  bind 
The  hearted  trunk  ; or  weave  the  branching  rind ; 
Expand  in  leaves,  In  flow’ry  bloflbms  fiioot, 

Bleed  in  rich  gums,  and  fwellin  ripen’d  fruit. 

From  thee,  bright,  univerfal  Pow’r  ! began 
lnftin<5t  in  brute,  and  gen’roiis  love  In  man. 

Talk’d  I of  love  ? — Yon  fvVain,  with  am’rous  air, 
Soft  fwells  his  pipe,  to  charm  the  rural  fair. 
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She  milks  the  flocks,  then,  lift’ning  as  he  plays. 
Steals,  in  the  running  brook,  a confcious  gaze. 

The  trout,  that  deep,  in  winter,  ooz’d  remains, 
Up-fprings,  and  funward  turns  its  crimfon  flalns. 

The  tenants  of  the  warren,  vainly  chas’d  ; 

Now  lur’d  to  ambient  fields  for  green  repafl, 

Seek  their  fmall,  vaulted  labyrinths  in  vain ; 
Entangling  nets  betray  the  Ikipping  train  ; 

Red  malTacres  thro’  their  republic  fly. 

And  heaps  on  heaps  by  ruthlefs  fpaniels  die. 

The  fiflier,  who  the  lonely  beech  has  flray’d. 

And  all  the  live-long  night  his  net-work  fpread. 
Drags  in,  and  bears  the  loaded  fnare  away  ; 

Where  flounce,  deceiv’d,  th’  expiring  finny  prey. 

Near  Neptune’s  temple,  (Neptune’s  now  no  more,) 
Whofe  flatue  plants  a trident  on  the  fliore. 

In  fportive  rings  the  gen’rous  dolphins  wind, 

And  eye,  and  think  the  image  human  kind : 

Dear,  pleafing  friendfliip  — See  ! the  pile  commands 
The  vale,  and  grim  as  SuperfHtion  Hands ! 

Time’s  hand  there  leaves  its  print  of  mofly  green, 
With  hollows,  carv’d  for  fnakes,  and  birds  obfcene. 

O,  Gibbs,  whofe  art  the  folemn  fane  can  raife. 
Where  God  delights  to  dwell,  and  man  to  praife ; 
When  moulder’d  thus  the  column  falls  away, 

Like  fome  great  prince  majeftic  in  decay  ; 

When  Ignorance  and  Scorn  the  ground  fhall  tread, 
Where  Wifdom  tutor’d,  and  Devotion  pray’d  ; 
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Where  fliall  thy  pompous  work  our  wonder  claim  ? 
What,  but  the  Mufe  alone,  preferve  thy  name  ? 

The  fun  fliines  broken  thro’  yon  arch  that  rears 
This  once-round  fabric,  half-depriv’d  by  years. 

Which  rofe  a {lately  colonnade,  and  crown’d 
Encircling  pillars,  now  unfaithful  found ; 

Jn  fragments,  thefe  the  fall  of  thofe  forbode. 

Which,  nodding,  juft  up-heave  their  crumbling  load. 
High,  on  yon  column,  which  has  batter’d  ftood, 
Likefome  ftripp’d  oak,  the  grandeur  of  the  wood, 

The  ftork  inhabits  her  aerial  neft  ; 

By  her  are  liberty  and  peace  careft  ; 

She  flies  the  realms  that  own  defpotic  kings. 

And  only  fpreads  o’er  free-born  ftates  her  wings. 

The  roof  is  now  the  daw’s,  or  raven’s  haunt. 

And  loathfome  toads  in  the  dark  entrance  pant ;] 

Or  fnakes,  that  lurk  to  fnap  the  heedlefs  fly, 

And  fated  bird,  that  oft  comes  flutt’ring  by. 

An  aquedudl  acrofs  yon  vale  is  laid. 

Its  channel  thro’  a ruin’d  arch  betray’d ; 

Whirl’d  down  a fteep  it  flies  with  torrent- force, 
Flafhes,  and  roars,  and  plows  a devious  courfe. 

Attradled  mifts  a golden  cloud  commence. 

While  thro’  high -colour’d  air  ftrike  rays  intenfe. 
Betwixt  two  points,  which  yon  fteep  mountains  Ihow, 
Lies  a mild  bay,  to  which  kind  breezes  flow. 

Beneath  a grotto,  arch’d  for  calm  retreat. 

Leads  length’ning  in  the  rock — Be  this  my  featt 
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Heat  never  enters  here ; but  coolnefs  reigns 
O’er  zephyrs,  and  diflilling,  wat’ry  veins. 

Secluded  now  I trace  th’  inftru<5live  page, 

And  live  o’er  fcenes  of  many  a backward  age ; 

Thro’  days,  months,  years,  thro’  time’s  whole  courfe 
I run, 

And  prefent  fland  where  time  Itfelf  begun. 

Ye  mighty  Dead,  of  jud,  diftinguifli’d  fame, 

Your  thoughts,  (ye  bright  inftrudors !)  here  I claim* 
Here  ancient  knowledge  opens  nature’s  fprings ; 

Here  truths  hlfloric  give  the  hearts  of  kings; 

Hence  Contemplation  learns  white  hours  to  find, 

And  labours  virtue  on  th’  attentive  mind  : 

O lov’d  retreat ! thy  joys  content  beftow, 

Nor  guilt  nor  fhame,  nor  fliarp  repentance  know. 
What  the  fifth  Charles  long  aim’d  in  power  to  fee, 
That  happinefs  he  found  referv’d  in  thee. 

Now  let  me  change  the  page — Here  Tully  weeps. 
While  in  death’s  icy  arms  his  Tullia  deeps. 

His  daughter  dear  ! — Retir’d  I fee  him  mourn. 

By  all  the  frenzy  now  of  anguifti  torn. 

Wild  his  complaint ! Nor  fweeter  forrows  drains. 
When  Singer  for  Alexis  loft  complains. 

Each  friend  condoles,  expoftulates,  reproves ; 

More  than  a father  raving  Tully  loves ; 

Or  Salltift  cenfures  thus  ! — Unheedlngblame, 

He  fchemes  a temple  to  his  Tuliia’s  name. 
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Thus  o’er  my  Hermit  once  did  grief  prevail, 

Thus  rofe  Olympia’s  tomb,  his  moving  tale, 

The  fighs,  tears,  frantic  ftarts,  that  baniih  refl, 

And  all  the  burfting  forrows  of  his  breaft. 

But  hark  ! a fudden  pow’r  attunes  the  air  ! 

Th’  inchanting  found  enamour’d  breezes  bear; 

Now  low,  now  high,  they  fink,  or  lift  the  fong. 
Which  the  cave  echoes  fweet,  and  fweet  the  creeks  pro- 
long. 

I liften’d,  gaz’d,  when,  wond’rous  to  behold  t 
From  ocean  fteam’d  a vapour  gath’iing  roll’d  : 

A blue,  round  fpot  on  the  mid-roof  it  came, 

Spread  broad,  and  redden’d  into  dazzling  flame. 
Full-orb’d  it  fiione,  and  dimm’d  the  fwimming  fight. 
While  doubling  obje6ls  danc’d  with  darkling  light. 
Amaz’d  I flood  I — amaz’d  I ftill  remain  ! 

What  earthly  pow’r  this  wonder  can  explain  ; 
j Gradual,  at  length,  the  luflre  dies  away  : 

My  eyes  reflor’d,  a mortal  form  furvey. 

I My  Hermit-friend  ! ’Tis  he. — All  hail  (he  cries) 

I fee,  and  would  alleviate,  thy  furprize. 

The  vanifh'd  meteor,  was  heaven’s  mefiTage  meant, 

To  warn  thee  hence  : I know  the  high  intent. 

Hear  then  ! in  this  fequefler’d  cave  retir’d. 

Departed  faints  converfe  with  men  infpir’d. 
i ^Tis  facred  ground  ; nor  can  thy  mind  endure, 

. Yet  unprepar’d,  an  intercourfe  lb  pure. 

I 
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Quick  let  us  hence— And  now  extend  thy  views 
O’er  yonder  lawn  ; there  find  the  heav’n-born  Mufe  ! 
Or  feek  her,  where  flietrufls  her  tuneful  tale 
To  the  mid,  filent  wood,  or  vocal  vale; 

Where  trees  half  check  the  light  with  trembling  fliades^ 
Clofe  in  deep  glooms,  or  open  clear  in  glades ; 

Or  where  fiirrounding  villas  far  defeend. 

The  landfcape  varied  at  each  lefs’ning  end  ! 

She,  only  Ihe  can  mortal  thought  refine, 

And  raife  thy  voice  to  vilitants  divine. 

C A N T O V. 

E left  the  cave.  Be  Fear  (faid  I)  defy’d  ! 
Virtue  (for  thou  ait  Virtue)  is  my  guide. 

By  time-worn  Heps  a Heep  afeent  we  gain, 

Whofe  fummit  yields  a profpedl:  o’er  the  plain. 

There,  bench’d  with  turf,  an  oak  our  feat  extends, 
Whofe  top,  a verdant,  branch’d  pavilion  bends. 
Villas,  wdth  leaves,  diverlify  the  feene. 

Some  pale,  fome  brown,  and  fome  of  lively  green. 

Now,  from  the  full-grown  day  a beamy  lliow’r 
Gleams  on  the  lake,  and  gilds  each  glolfy  flow’r. 

Gay  infedls  fparkle  in  the  genial  blaze, 

Various  as  light,  and  countlefs  as  its  rays : 

They  dance  on  every  llream,  and  pictur’d  play, 
by  the  wat’ry  racer,  fnatch’d  away. 
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Now,  from  yon  range  of  rocks,  ftrong  rays  rebound^ 
Doubling  the  (lay  on  flow’ry  plains  around  : 

King-cups  beneath  far-llriking  colours  glance, 

Bright  as  th’  etherial  glows  the  green  expanfc. 

Gems  of  the  field  ! — the  topaz  charms  the  fight, 

Like  thefe,  effulging  yellow  ftreams  of  light. 

From  the  fame  rocks,  fall  rills  with  foften’d  force, 
Meet  in  yon  mead,  and  well  a river’s  fource. 

Thro’  her  clear  channel,  fliinc  her  finny  fhoals, 

O’er  fands,  like  gold,  the  liquid  cryftal  rolls. 

Dimm’d  in  yon  coarfer  moor,  her  charms  decay, 

And  (hape,  thro’  rufiling  reeds,  a ruffled  way. 

Near  willows  fliort  and  bufliy  fliadows  throw : 

Now  lofi,  Ihe  feems  thro’  nether  trails  to  fiow ; 

Yet,  at  yon  point,  winds  out  in  filver  ftate. 

Like  Virtue  from  a labyrinth  of  fate. 

In  length’ning  rows,  prone  from  the  mountains,  run 
The  flocks  : — their  fleeces  glift’ning  in  the  fun  ; 
Herflreams  thcyfeek,  and,  ’twixt  her  neighb’rlng trees, 
Recline  in  various  attitudes  of  eafe. 

Where  the  herds  fip,  the  little  fcaly  fry, 

Swift  from  the  fliore,  in  fcatt’ring  myriads  fly. 

Each  liv’ry’d  cloud,  that  round  th’  horizon  glows, - 
Shifts  in  odd  fcenes,  like  earth,  from  whence  it  rofe. 
The  bee  hums  wanton  in  yon  jafmine  bow’r. 

And  circling  fettles,  and  defpoils  the  flow’r. 
Melodious  there  the  plumy  fongfters  meet, 

And  call  charm’d  Echo  from  her  arch’d  retreat. 

Neat^ 
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Neat-poHfh’d  man  (ions  rife  in  profpeft  gay  ; 
Time-batter’d  tow’rs  frown  awful  in  decay  ; 

The  fun  plays  glitt’ring  on  the  rocks  and  fpites, 

And  the  lawn  lightens  with  refleded  fires. 

Here  Mirth,  and  Fancy’s  wanton  train  advance, 
And  to  light  meafures  turn  the  fwiinming  dance. 
Sweet,  flow-pac’d  Melancholy  next  appears, 

Pompous  in  grief,  and  eloquent  of  tears. 

Here  Meditation  fliines,  in  azure  dreft, 

All-ftarr’d  with  gems  : a fun  adorns  her  creft. 
Religion,  to  whofe  lifted,  raptur’d  eyes 
Seraphic  hofts  defeend  from  opening  (kies ; 

Beauty,  who  fways  the  heart,  and  charms  the  fight ; 
Whofe  tongue  is  mufic,  and  whofe  (mile  delight ; 
Whofe  brow  is  majefty  ; whofe  bofoin  peace  j. 

Who  bad  creation  be,  and  chaos  ceafe  ; 

Whofe  breath  perfumes  the  fpring  ; whofe  eye  divine 
Kindled  the  fun,  and  gave  its  light  to  (hine. 

Here,  in  thy  likenefs,  fair  * Ophelia,  feen, 

She  throws  kind  lufire  o’er  th’  enliven’d  green. 

Next  her,  Defeription,  robed  in  various  hues, 

Invites  attention  from  the  penfive  Mufe  ! 

The  Mufe  ! — (he  comes  ! refin’d  the  palfions  wait, 
And  Precept,  ever  winning,  wife,  and  great. 

The  Mufe  ! a thoufand  fpirits  wing  the  air  : 

(Once  men,  who  made,  like  her,  mankind  their  care) 
Inamour’d  round  her  prefs  th’  infpiring  throng, 

And  fwell  to  ecftacy  her  folemn  fong. 

* Mrs.  Oldfield. 
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Thus  in  the  dame  each  nobler  grace  we  find, 

Fair  Wortley’s  angel-accent,  eyes,  and  mind. 
Whether  her  light  the  dew-bright  dawn  furveys, 

The  noon’s  dry  heat,  or  evening’s  temper’d  rays, 

The  hours  of  ftorm,  or  calm,  the  gleby  ground, 

The  coral’d  fea,  gem’d  rock,  or  Iky  profound, 

A Raphael’s  fancy  animates  each  line, 

Each  image  ftrikes  with  energy  divine ; 

Bacon,  and  Newton  in  her  thought  confpire ; 

Not  fweeter  than  her  voice  is  Handel’s  lyre. 

My  hermit  thus.  She  beckons  us  away  ; 

Oh,  let  U3  fwift  the  high  behefl:  obey  1 

Now  thro’  a lane,  which  mingling  traftshave  croft, 
The  way  unequal,  and  the  landfcape  loft. 

We  rove.  The  warblers  lively  tunes  eftay, 

The  lark  on  wing,  the  linnet  on  the  fpray, 

While  mufic  trembles  in  their  fongful  throats, 

The  bullfinch  whiftles  foft  his  flute-like  notes. 

The  bolder  blackbird  fwdls  fonorous  lays  ; 

The  varying  thrufh  commands  a tuneful  maze ; 

Each  a wild  length  of  melody  purfues ; 

While  the  foft-murm’ring,  am’rous  wood-dove  cooes, 
And  when  in  fpring  thefe  melting  mixtures  flow. 

The  cuckoo  fends  her  unifon  of  woe. 

But  as  fmooth  Teas  are  furrow’d  by  a ftorm  ; 

As  troubles  all  our  tranquil  joys  deform  ; 

So,  loud  through  air,  unwelcome  noifes  found, 

And  harmony’s  at  once,  in  difcord,  drown’d. 
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From  yon  dark  cyprefs,  croaks  the  raven^s  cry  ; 

As  dlflbnant  the  daw,  jay,  chatt’ring  pie  : 

The  clamVous  crows  abandon’d  carnage  feck, 

And  the  harfh  owl  fhrllls  out  a (harp’ning  fhrlek. 

At  the  lane’s  end  a high -lath’d  gate’s  prefer’d. 

To  bar  the  trefpafs  of  a vagrant  herd. 

Faft  by,  a meagre  mendicant  we  find, 

Whofe  ruffet  rags  hang  flutt’ring  in  the  wind  : 

Years  bow  his  back,  a flaff  fupports  his  tread, 

And  foft  white  hairs  fhade  thin  his  palfy’d  head. 

Poor  wretch  ! — Is  this  for  charity  his  haunt  ? 

He  meets  the  frequent  flight,  and  ruthlefs  taunt. 

On  flaves  of  guilt  oft  fmiles  the  fquand’ring  peer ; 
But  pafling  knows  not  common  bounty  here. 

Vain  thing  ! in  what  dofl  thou  fuperior  fliine  ? 

His  our  firfl:  fire  : what  race  more  ancient  thine  ? 

Lefs  backward  trac’d,  he  may  his  lineage  draw 
From  men  whofe  influence  kept  the  world  in  awe: 
Whofe  wwthlefs  fons,  like  thee,  perchance  confum’d 
Their  ample  flore,  their  line  to  want  was  doom.^d. 

So  thine  may  perifn,  by  the  courfe  of  things. 

While  his,  from  beggars  re-afcend  to  kings. 

Now  lazar,  as  thy  hardfhrps  I perufe, 

On  my  own  ffate  inflru6ted  would  I mufe. 

When  I view  greatnefs,  I my  lot  lament, 

Compar’d  to  thee,  I fnatch  fupreme  content. 

I might  have  felt,  did  heav’n  not  gracious  deal, 

A fate,  which  I muft  mourn  to  fee  thee  feel. 
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But  foft ! the  cripple  our  approach  defcries. 

And  to  the  gate,  tho^  weak,  officious  hies. 

I fpring  preventive,  and  unbar  the  way, 

Then,  turning,  with  a fmile  of  pity,  fay, 

Here,  friend  ! — this  little  copper  alms  receive, 
Inftance  of  will,  without  the  pow’r  to  give. 

Hermit,  if  here  with  pity  we  refledl, 

How  muft  we  grieve,  when  learning  meets  negledt  ? 
When  god-like  fouls  endure  a mean  reftraint  ^ 

When  gen’rous  will  is  curb’d  by  tyrant  want  ? 

He  truly  feels  what  todiftrefs  belongs, 

Who,  to  his  private,  adds  a people’s  wrongs ; 

Merit ’s  a mark,  at  which  difgrace  is  thrown, 

And  ev’ry  injur’d  virtue  is  his  own. 

Such,  their  own  pangs  with  patience  here  endure, 

Yet  there  weep  wounds,  they  are  denied  to  cure, 

Thus  rich  in  poverty,  thus  humbly  great, 

And  tho’  deprefs’d,  fuperior  to  their  fate. 

Minions  in  pow’r,  and  mifers,  ’mid  their  ftore. 

Are  mean  in  greatnefs,  and  in  plenty  poor. 

What’s  povv’r,  or  wealth  ? Were  they  not  form’d  for  aid, 
A fpring  for  virtue,  and  from  wrongs  a fhade  ? 

^ In  pow’r  wc  favage  tyranny  behold, . 

And  wily  av’rce  owns  polluted  gold. 

From  golden  fands  her  pride  could  Lybia  raife, 

Could  ffie,  who  fpreads  no  pafture,  claim  our  pralfe  ? 
Loath’d  were  her  wealth,  where  rabid  monflers  breed; 
Where  ferpents,  pamper’d  on  lier  venom,  feed, 
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No  fheltry  trees  Invite  the  Wand’rer’s  eye, 

No  fruits,  no  grain,  no  gums,  her  trads  fupply  ; 

On  her  vaft  wilds,  no  lovely  profpeds  run  ; 

But  all  lies  barren,  tho*  beneath  the  fun. 

My  Hermit  thus,  I know  thy  foul  believes, 

Tis  hard  vice  triumphs,  and  that  virtue  grieves ; 

Yet  oft  afflldion  purifies  the  mind. 

Kind  benefits  oft  flow  from  means  unkind. 

Were  the  whole  known,  that  we  uncouth  fuppofe, 
Doubtlefs,  would  beauteous  fymmetry  difclofe. 

The  naked  cliff,  that  flngly  rough  remains, 

In  profped  dignifies  the  fertile  plains  ; 

Lead-colour’d  clouds,  in  fcatt’ring  fragments  feen. 
Shew,  tho’  in  broken  views,  the  blue  ferene. 

Severe  diftreffes  induftry  infpire  ; 

Thus  captives  oft  excelling  arts  acquire, 

And  boldly  flruggle  thro’  a flate  of  fhame. 

To  life,  eafe,  plenty,  liberty,  and  fame. 

Sword'law  has  often  Europe’s  balance  gain’d. 

And  one  red  vid’ry  years  of  peace  maintain’d. 

We  pafs  thro’  want  tow'ealth,  thro’  difmal  ftrife 
To  calm  content,  thro’  death  to  endlefs  life, 

Lybia  thou  nam’ft — Let  Afric’s  w'aftes  appear 
Curft  by  thofe  heats,  that  frudify  the  year ; 

Yet  the  fame  funs  her  orange-groves  befriend, 

Where  cluft’ring  globes  in  fhining  rows  depend. 

Here  when  fierce  beams  o’er  with’ring  plants  are  roll’d? 
There  the  green  fruit  feems  ripen’d  into  gold, 
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Ev’n  fcenes  that  ftrlke  with  terrible  furprize, 

Still  prove  a God,  juft,  merciful,  and  wife. 

Sad  wint’ry  blafts,  that  ftrip  the  autumn,  bring 
The  milder  beauties  of  a flow’ry  fpring. 

Ye  fulph’rous  fires  in  jaggy  lightnings  break ! 

Ye  thunders  rattle,  and  ye  nations  lhakc  I 
Ye  ftorms  of  riving  flame  the  foreft  tear  ! 

Deep  crack  the  rocks  I rent  trees  be  whirl’d  in  air  ! 
Reft  at  a ftroke,  fome  ftately  fane  we’ll  mourn  ; 
Her  tombs  wide-fhatter’d,  and  her  dead  up-torn  : 
Were  noxious  fpirits  not  from  caverns  drawn. 
Rack’d  e,arth  would  foon  in  gulfs  enormous  yawn  : 
Then  all  were  loft  ! — Or  fhould  we  floating  view 
The  baleful  cloud,  there  would  deftrudion  brew ; 
Plague,  fever,  frenzy,  clofe-engend’rlng  lie, 

^Till  thefe  red  ruptures  clear  the  fullied  fky. 

Now  a field  opens  to  enlarge  my  thought, 

In  parcell’d  tra6ls  to  various  ufes  wrought. 

Here  hard’ning  ripenefs  the  firft  blooms  behold, 
t There  the  laft  bloflbms  fpring-like  pride  unfold. 
Here  fwelling  peas  on  leafy  ftalks  aro  feen, 

Mix’d  flow’rs  of  red  and  azure  fhine  between ; 

I Whofe  waving  beauties,  heighten’d  by  the  fun, 

! In  colour’d  lanes  along  the  furrows  run. 

I There  the  next  produce  of  a genial  fhow’r, 

I The  bean  frefh-bloffoms  in  a fpcckled  flow’r ; 

I Whofe  morning  dews,  when  to  the  fun  refign’d, 

I With  undulating  fweets  embalm  the  wind. 
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Now  daify  plats  of  clover  fquare  the  plain, 

And  part  the  bearded  fi*om  the  beardlefs  grain. 

There  fib’rous  flax  with  verdure  binds  the  field. 
Which  on  the  loom  fliall  art-fpun  labours  yield. 

The  mulb’ry,  in  fair  fummer- green  array’d, 

Full  in  the  midlt  flarts  up,  a filky  fhade. 

For  human  taffe  the  rich-flainM  fruitage  bleeds  ; 

The  leaf  the  filk-emitting  reptile  feeds. 

As  fwans  their  dot^m,  as  flocks  their  fleeces  leave, 

Here  worms  for  man  their  glofly  entrails  weave. 
Hence  to  adorn  the  fair,  in  texture  gay, 

Sprigs,  fruits,  and  flow’rs  on  flgur'd  veflments  play  : 
B'Jt  Induflry  prepares  them  aft  to  pleafe 
The  guilty  pride  of  vain,  luxuriant  eafe. 

Now  frequent,  dufty  gales  offenfive  blow, 

And  y’er  my  fight  a tranfient  blindnefs  throw. 
Windward  we  fhift,  near  down  th’  etherial  fleep-, 

The  lamp  of  day  hangs  hov’ring  o’er  the  deep. 

Dun  {hades,  in  rocky  (hapes,  up  ether  roll’d, 

Projedl:  long,  Ihaggy  points,  deep  ting’d  with  gold. 
Others  take  faint  th’  unripen’d  cherry’s  dye, 

And  paint  amufing  landfcapes  on  the  eye. 

There  blue-veil’d  yellow,  thro’  a Iky  ferene^ 

In  fwelling  mixture  forms  a floating  green. 

Streak’d  thro’  white  clouds  a mild  vermillion  fliines^ 
And  the  breeze  frefbens,  as  the  heat  declines. 

Yon  crooked^  funny  roads  change  riling  views 
From  brown,  to  fandy-red,  and  chalky  hues. 
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One  mingled  fcene  another  quick  fucceeds, 

Men,  chariots,  teams,  yok’d  fleers,  and  prancing  fteeds, 
Which  climb,  defcend,  and,  as  loud  whips  refound, 
Stretch,  fweat,  and  fmoke  along  unequal  ground. 

On  winding  Thames  refleding  radiant  beams, 

When  boats,  fliips,  barges  mark  the  roughen’d  flreatns, 
This  way,  and  that,  they  difF’rent  points  purfue  ; 

So  mix  the  motions,  and  fo  fhifts  the  view. 

While  thus  we  throw  around  our  gladden’d  eyes, 

The  gifts  of  heav’n  in  gay  profufion  rife ; 

Trees  rich  with  gums,  and  fruits,  with  jewels  rocks; 
Plains  with  flow’rs,  herbs,  and  plants,  and  beeves,  and 
Ifocks ; 

Mountains  with  mines ; with  oak,  and  cedar,  woods ; 
Quarries  with  marble,  and  with  fifli  the  floods. 

In  dark’ning  fpots,  mid  fields  of  various  dies. 

Tilth  new  manur’d,  or  naked  fallow  lies. 

Near  uplands  fertile  pride  enclos’d  difplay, 

The  green  grafs  yellowing  into  feentful  hay, 

And  thick-fet  hedges  fence  the  full-ear’d  corn, 

And  berries  blacken  on  the  virid  thorn. 

Mark  in  yon  heath  oppos’d  the  cultur’d  fcene, 

Wild  thyme,  pale  box,  and  firs  of  darker  green. 

The  native  flrawberry  red-ripening  grows, 

By  nettles  guarded,  as  by  thorns  the  rofe. 

There  nightingales  in  unprun’d  copfes  build, 

In  flniggy  furzes  lies  the  hare  conceal’d. 
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’Twixt  ferns  and  thiftles,  unfown  flow’rs  amufc, 

And  form  a lucid  chafe  of  various  hues  ; 

Many  half-grey  with  duft  : confus’d  they  lie, 

Scent  the  rich  year,  and  lead  the  wand’ring  eye^ 
Contemplative,  we  tread  the  flow’ry  plain. 

The  Mufe  preceding  with  her  heav’nly  train. 
When,  lo  ! the  mendicant,  fo  late  behind. 

Strange  view  ! now  journeying  in  our  front  we  find! 
And  yet  a view,  more  ftrange,  our  heed  demands ; 
Touch’d  by  the  Mufe’s  wand  transform’d  he  (lands, 
O’er  (kin  late  wrinkled,  inftant  beauty  fpreads  ; 

The  late-dimm’d  eye,  a vivid  luftre  (beds  ; 

Hairs,  once  fo  thin,  now  graceful  locks  decline ; 

And  rags  now  chang’d,  in  regal  veftments  (hine. 

The  Hermit  thus.  In  him  the  bard  behold. 
Once  feen  by  midnight’s  lamp  in  winter’s  cold  ; 

The  BARD,  whofewant  fo  multiplied  his  woes, 

He  funk  a mortal,  and  a feraph  rofc. 

See  ! — Where  thofe  ftately  yew-trees  darkling  grow, 
And,  waving  o’er  yon  groves,  brown  horrors  throw. 
Scornful  he  points — there,  o’er  his  facred  dull, 

Arife  the  fculptur’d  tomb,  and  labour’d  bull. 

Vain  pomp ! bellow’d  by  often tatious  pride. 

Who  to  a life  of  want  relief  deny’d. 

But  thus  the  bard.  Are  thefe  the  gifts  of  ftate  ? 
Gifts  unreceiv’d  ! — Thefe  ? Ye  ungen’rous  great ! 
How  was  I treated  when  in  life  forlorn  ? 

My  claim  your  pity  ; but  my  lot  your  fcorn. 
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Why  were  my  ftudioiis  hours  oppos’d  by  need  ? 

In  me  did  poverty  from  guilt  proceed  ? 

Did  I contemporary  authors  wrong, 

And  deem  their  worth,  but  as  they  priz’d  my  fong  ? 
Did  I footh  vice,  orvenal  ftrokes  betray 
In  the  low-purpos’d,  loud  polemic  fray  ? 

Did  e’er  my  verfe  immodeft  warmth  contain, 

Or,  once  licentious,  heav’nly  truths  profane  ? 

Never — And  yet  when  envy  funk  my  name, 

Who  call’d  my  (hadow’d  merit  into  fame  ? 

When,  undeferv’d,  a prifon’s  grate  I faw, 

What  hand  redeem’d  me  from  the  wrefted  law  ? 

Who  cloath’d  me  naked,  or  when  hungry  fed  ? 

Why  crufti’d  the  living  ? Why  extoll’d  the  dead  ?— 
But  foreign  languages  adopt  my  lays. 

And  diftant  nations  ftiame  you  into  pralfe. 

Why  Ihould  unrelifli’d  wit  thefe  honours  caufe  ? 
Cuftom,  not  knowledge,  dilates  your  applaufe  : 

Or  think  you  thus  a felf-renown  to  raife. 

And  mingle  your  vain-glories  with  my  bays  ? 

Be  yours  the  mould’ring  tomb  ! Be  mine  the  lay 
Immortal ! — Thus  he  feoffs  the  pomp  away, 

Tho’  words  like  thefe  unletter’d  pride  impeach, 

To  the  meek  heart  he  turns  with  milder  fpeech. 

Tho’  now  a feraph,  oft  he  deigns  to  wear 
The  face  of  human  friendlhip,  oft  of  care  ; 

To  walk  difguls’d  an  of  relief, 

A learn’d,  good  man,  long  exercis’d  in  grief; 
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Forlorn,  a friendlefs  orphan  oft  to  roaini, 

Craving  fome  kind,  fome  hofpitable  home  ; 

Or,  like  UlylTes,  a low  lazar  fland  ; 

Befeeching  Pity  V eye  and  Bounty’s  hand  ; 

Or,  like  UlyiTes,  royal  aid  requeli, 

Wand’riRg,  froiB  court  to  court,  a king  diftrefl. 
Thus  varying  Ihupes,  the  feeining  fon  of  woe 
Eyes  the  cold  heart,  and  hearts  that  gen’rous  glow ; 
Then  to  the  Mufe  relates  each  lordly  name, 

Who  deals  impartial  infamy,  and  fame. 

Oft,  as  when  man,  in  mortal  flate  deprefs’d, 

His  lays  taught  virtue,  which  his  life  confefe’d, 

He  now  forms  vilionary  feenes  below, 

Infpiring  patience  in  the  heart  of  woe  ; 

Patience  that  foftens  every  fad  extreme, 

That  calls  thro’  dungeon-glooms  a chearful  gleam j 
DIfarms  difeafe  of  pain,  mocks  flander’s  fling, 

And  llrips  of  terrors  the  terrific  king, 

’Gainfl  Want,  a fourer  foe,  its  fuccour  lends. 

And  fmiling  fees  th’  ingratitude  of  friends. 

Nor  are  thefe  tafks  to  him  alone  confign’d. 
Millions  invifibie  befriend  mankind. 

When  wat’ry  llriuftures,  feen  crofs  heav’n  t’afeend. 
Arch  above  arch  in  radiant  order  bend, 

Fancy  beholds  adown  each  glitt’ring  fide. 

Myriads  of  miffionary  feraphs  glide  : 

She  fees  good  angels  genial  fliovv’rs  beftow 
From  the  red  convex  of  the  dewy  bow. 
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They  Imlk  upon  the  Twain  : He  views  the  prize  ; 
Then  grateful  bends,  to  blefs  the  bounteous  Ikies. 
Some  winds  colled,  and  fend  propitious  gales 
Oft  where  Britannia’s  navy  fpreads  her  fails ; 
There  ever  wafting,  on  the  breath  of  fame, 
Unequal’d  glory  in  her  fovereign’s  name. 

Some  teach  young  zephyrs  vernal  Tweets  to  bear. 
And  float  the  balmy  health  on  ambient  air ; 
Zephyrs,  that  oft,  where  lovers  lift’nlng  lie. 
Along  the  grove,  in  melting  mufic  die, 

And  in  lone  caves  to  minds  poetic  roll 
Seraphic  whifpers,  that  abflrad  the  foul. 

Some  range  the  colours,  as  they  parted  fly, 
Clear-pointed  to  the  philofophic  eye  ; 

The  flaming  red,  that  pains  the  dwelling  gaze ; 
The  flalnleTs,  lightfome  yellow’s  gilding  rays  ; 
The  clouded  orange,  that  betwixt  them  glows, 
And  to  kind  mixture  tawny  luflre  owes  ; 
All-cheering-green,  that  gives  the  fpring  its  dye ; 
The  bright,  tranfparent  blue,  that  robes  the  fky ; 
And  indico,  which  fhaded  light  difplays ; 

I And  violet,  which  in  the  view  decays. 

I Parental  hues,  whence  others  all  proceed  ; 

I An  ever-mingling,  changeful,  countlels  breed  ; 

: Unravel’d,  variegated,  lines  of  light, 
i When  blended,  dazzling  in  promifeuous  white. 

; Oft  thro’  thefe  bows  departed  fplrits  range. 

New  to  the  ikies,  admiring  at  their  change  ; 
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Each  mind  avoid,  as  when  firfl:  born  to  earth, 

Beheld  a fecond  blank  in  fecond  birth ; 

Then,  as  yon  feraph-bard  fram’d  hearts  below, 

Each  fees  him  here  tranfcendent  knowledge  fliow,  ’ 
New  faints  he  tutors  into  truth  refin’d, 

And  tunes  to  rapt’rous  love  the  new-form’d  mind. 

He  fwells  the  lyre,  whofe  loud,  melodious  lays 
Call  high  Hofannah’s  from  the  voice  of  praife  ; 

Tho’  one  bad  age  fuch  poefy  cou’d  wrong, 

Now  worlds  around  retentive  roll  the  fong  : 

Now  God’s  high  throne  the  full-voic’d  raptures  gain, 
Celefiial  hofts  returning  ftrain  for  ftrain. 

Thus  he,  who  once  knew  want  without  relief. 

Sees  joys  refulting  from  well -fuff ’ring  grief. 

Hark  ! while  we  talk,  a diftant,  patt’ring  rain 
Refounds! — ^See  ! up  the  broad  ctherial  plain 
Shoots  the  bright  bow  ! — The  feraph  flits  away  ; 

The  Mufe,  the  Graces  from  our  view  decay. 

Behind  yon  wefiern  hill  the  globe  of  light 
Drops  fudden,  faft-purfued  by  (hades  of  night. 

Yon  graves  from  winter-fee nes  to  mind  recall 
Rebellion’s  council,  and  rebellion’s  fall. 

What  fiends  in  fulph’rous,  car-like  clouds  up-flew  ; 
Whait  midnight  treafon  glar’d  beneath  their  view  ? 
And  now  the  traitors  rear  their  Babel -fchemes, 

Big,  and  more  big,  fiupendous  mifehief  feems  ; 

But  Juftice,  rouz’d,  fuperior  ftrength  employs. 

Their  fcheme  wide  (hatters,  and  their  hope  deftroys. 

Difeord 


THE  WANDERER,^  73 


Dlfcord  (he  wills ; the  miffile  ruin  flies ; 

Sudden,  unnatural  debates  arife, 

Doubt,  mutual  jealoufy,  and  dumb  difguft, 
Dark-hinted  mutt’rings,  and  avowM  diflrufl; 

To  fecret  ferment  is  each  heart  refign’J ; 

Sufpicion  hovers  in  each  clouded  mind  ; 

They  jar,  accus’d,  accufe  ; revil’d,  revile ; 

And  wrath  to  wrath  oppofe,  and  guile  to  guile ; 
Wrangling  they  part,  themfelves  themfelves  betray; 
Each  dire  device  flarts  naked  into  day  ; 

They  feel  confufion  in  the  van  with  fear ; 

They  feel  the  king  of  terrors  in  the  rear. 

Of  thefe  were  three  by  diff’rent  motives  fir’d, 
Ambition  one,  and  one  revenge  infpir’d. 

The  third,  O Mam-mon,  was  thy  meaner  flave; 
Thou  idol  feldom  of  the  great  and  brave. 

Florio,  whofe  life  was  one  continu’d  feaft, 

His  wealth  dimlnlfh’d,  and  his  debts  increas’d, 

Vain  pomp,  and  equipage,  his  low  defires, 

AVho  ne’er  to  intelledlual  blifs  afpires ; 

He,  to  repair  by  vice  wharvice  has  broke, 

Duril:  with  bold  treafons  judgment’s  rod  provoke# 

His  flrength  of  mind,  by  lux’ry  half  dilTolv’d, 

111  brooks  the  woe,  where  deep  he  ftands  involv’d. 
He  weeps,  flamps  wild,  and  to  and  fro  now  flies  ; 
Now  wrings  his  hands,  and  fends  unmanly  cries, 
Arraigns  his  judge,  affirms  unjuft  he  bleeds. 

And  now  recants,  and  now  for  mercy  pleads ; 
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Now  blames  alTaciates,  raves  with  inward  Hrife, 
Upbraids  himlelf ; then  thinks  alone  on  life. 

He  rolls  red-fvvelling  tearful  eyes  around. 

Sore  fmites  his  breaft,  and  links  upon  the  ground^ 
He  wails,  he  quite  defponds,  convulhve  lies, 
Shrinks  from  the  faricy’d  axe,  and  thinks  he  dies : 
Revives,  with  hope  enquires,  flops  (hort  with  fear. 
Entreats  ev’n  ilatiVy,  nor  the  worfl  will  hear  ; 

The  worfl  alas,  his  doom  ! — What  friend  replies  ; 
Each  fpeaks  with  fiiaking  head,  and  down-cafl  eyes. 
One  lilence  breaks,  then  paufes,  drops  a tear; 

Nor  hope  aflords,  nor  quite  confirms  his  fear  ; 

But  what  kind  friendfliip  part  referves  unknown 
Comes  thund’ring  in  his  keeper's  furly  tone. 
Enough,  flruck  thro’  and  thro’,  in  ghaitly  flare, 

He  flands  transfix’d,  the  ftatue  of  defpair ; 

Nor  ought  of  life,  nor  ought  of  death  he  knows, 
Till  thought  returns,  and  brings  return  of  woes  : 
Now  pours  a florin  of  grief  in  gufliing  flreams  : 
That  pafl — Collecled  in  him  felt  he  feems, 

And  with  forc’d  fmiles  retires — His  latent  thought 
Dark,  horrid,  as  the  prifon’s  difmal  vault. 

If  with  himfelf  at  variance  ever- wild. 

With  angry  hcav’n  how  flands  he  reconcil’d? 

No  penitential  orifcns  arife  ; 

Nay,  he  obtefls  the  juflice  of  the  Ikies. 

Not  for  his  guilt,  for  fentenc’d  life  he  moans ; 
iiis  chains  rough-clanking  to  difcordant  groans, 
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To  bars  harfh-gratlng,  heavy-creaking  doors, 
Hoaife-echoing  walls,  and  hollow-ringing  floors, 

To  thoughts  more  difTonant,  far,  far  lefs  kind, 

One  anarchy,  one  chaos  of  the  mind. 

At  length,  fatigu’d  with  grief,  on  earth  he  lies : 
But  foon  as  fleep  weighs  down  th’  unwilling  eyes, 
Glad  liberty  appears,  no  damps  annoy, 

Treafon  fucceeds,  and  all  transforms  to  joy. 

Proud  palaces  their  glitt’ring  flores  difplay  ; 

Gain  he  purfues,  and  rapine  leads  the  way. 

What  gold?  What  gems? — He  ftrainstofeize  the  prize  J 
Quick  from  his  touch  dilTolv’d,  a cloud  it  flies. 
ConfcioLis  he  cries — And  mufl  I wake  to  weep  ? 

Ah,  yet  return,  return,  deluiive  Sleep  ! 

Sleep  comes ; but  liberty  no  more  : — Unkind, 

The  dungeon-glooms  hang  heavy  on  his  mind. 

Shrill  winds  are  heard,  and  howling  daemons  call ; 
Wide  flying  portals  feem  unhing’d  to  fall ; 

Then  clofe  with  fudden  claps ; a dreadful  din  ! 

He  ftarts,  wakes,  florms,  and  all  is  hell  within. 

His  genius  flies — refleds  he  now  on  prayer? 

Alas  ! bad  fpirits  turn  thofe  thoughts  to  j^ir. 

What  fhall  he  next  ? What,  flraight  relinquilli  breath, 
To  bar  a public,  jufl,  tho’  fliameful  death  ? 

Rafh,  horrid  thought ! yet  now  afraid  to  live, 
Murd’rous  he  flrikes — May  heav’n  the  deed  forgive  5 
Why  had  he  thus  falfe  fpirit  to  rebel ! 

Aud  why  not  fortitude  to  fuffer  well  ? 
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Were  his  fuccefs,  how  terrible  the  blow  ? 

And  it  recoils  on  him  eternal  woe. 

Heav’n  this  afRidion  then  for  mercy  meant, 

That  a good  end  might  clofe  a life  mifpent. 

Where  no  kind  lips  the  hallow’d  dirge  refound, 
Far  from  the  compafs  of  yon  facred  ground  ; 

Full  in  the  center  of  three  meeting  ways, 

Stak’d  thro’  he  lies — Warn’d  let  the  wicked  gaze- 
Near  yonder  fane,  where  mis’ry  deeps  in  peace, 
Whofe  fpire  faft-lefibns,  as  the  fhades  increafe. 

Left  to  the  north,  whence  oft  brew’d  tempefts  roily 
Tcmpefts,  dire  emblems,  Cofmo,  of  thy  foul  ! 
There  mark  that  Cofmo,  much  for  guile  renown’d  ! 
His  grave  by  unbid  plants  of  poifon  crown’d. 

When  out  of  pow’r  thro’  him  the  public  good, 

So  drong  his  fadious  tribe,  fufpended  dood. 

In  pow’r,  vindidive  adions  were  his  aim, 

And  patriots  perilh’d  by  th’  ungenerous  dame. 

If  the  bed  caufe  he  in  the  fenate  chofe, 

Ev’n  right  in  him,  from  fome  wrong  motive  rofe. 
The  bad  he  loth’d,  and  would  the  weak  defpife ; 
Yet  courted  for  dark  ends,  and  diun’d  the  wife. 
When  ill  his  purpofe,  eloquent  his  drain  ; 

His  malice  had  a look  and  voice  humane. 

His  fmile,  the  dgnal  of  fome  vile  intent, 

A private  poniard,  or  empoifon’d  fcent; 

Proud,  yet  to  popular  applaufe  a dave ; 

No  friend  he  honour’d^  and  no  foe  forgave. 
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His  boons  unfrequent,  or  unjuft  to  need ; 

The  hire  of  guilt,  of  infamy  the  meed : 

But  if  they  chanc’d  on  learned  worth  to  fall. 

Bounty  in  him  was  oftentationall. 

No  true  benevolence  his  thought  fublimes, 

His  nobleft  aftlons  are  illuftrious  crimes. 

Fine  parts,  which  virtue  might  have  rank’d  with  fames 
Enhance  his  guilt,  and  magnify  his  fhame. 

When  parts  and  probity  in  man  combine, 

In  wifdom’s  eye,  how  charming  muft  he  fhine  ? 

Let  him,  lefs  happy,  truth  at  leaft  impart. 

And  what  he  wants  in  genius  bear  in  heart. 

Cofmo,  as  death  draws  nigh,  no  more  conceals 
That  ftorm  of  pallion,  which  his  nature  feels : 

He  feels  much  fear,  more  anger,  and  moft  pride; 

But  pride  and  anger  make  all  fear  fubfide, 

Dauntlefs  he  meets  at  length  untimely  fate ; 

A defp’rate  fpirit ! rather  fierce  than  great. 

Darkling  he  glides  along  the  dreary  coaft, 

A fullen,  wand’ring,  felf- tormenting  ghoft. 

Where  veiny  marble  dignifies  the  ground, 

With  emblem  fair  in  fculpture  riling  round. 

Juft  where  a crofting,  length’ning  aifle  we  find, 

Full  eaft;  whence  God  returns  to  judge  mankind, 
Once-lov’d  Horatio  fleeps,  a mind  elate  ! 

Lamented  fhade,  ambition  w^as  thy  fate. 

Ev’n  angels,  wond’ring,  oft  his  worth  furveyM  ; 
Behold  a man,  like  one.  of  us ! they  faid. 
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Straight  heard  the  furies,  and  with  envy  glar’d, 

And  to  precipitate  his  fall  prepar’d. 

FirO:  Av’rice  came.  In  vain  Self-love  fhe  prefsd; 

The  poor  he  pity’d  flill,  and  fHll  redrefs’d  : 

Learning  was  his,  and  knowledge  to  commend, 

Of  arts  a patron,  and  of  want  a friend. 

Next  came  Revenge  : but  her  elTay  how  vain  ! 

Not  hate,  nor  envy,  in  his  heart  remain. 

No  previous  malice  could  his  mind  engage, 

Malice,  the  mother  of  vindidive  rage. 

N o — from  his  life  his  foes  might  learn  to  live ; 

He  held  it  fcill  a triumph  to  forgive. 

At  length  Ambition  urg’d  his  country’s  weal, 
AfTiuning  the  fair  look  of  Public  Zeal ; 

Still  in  his  breall  fo  gen’rous  glow’d  the  flame, 

The  vice,  when  there,  a virtue  half  became. 

His  pitying  eye  faw  millions  in  diflrefs, 

H e deem’d  it  god-like  to  have  pow’r  to  blefs : 

Thus,  when  unguarded,  Treafon  ftain’d  him  o’er. 
And  Virtue,  and  Content  were  then  no  more. 

But  when  to  death  by  rig’rous  juftice  doom’d, 

His  genuine  fpirits  faint-like  ftate  refum’d, 

Oft  from  foft  penitence  dilHll’d  a tear; 

Oft  hope  in  heav’nly  mercy  lighten’d  fear  ; 

Oft  wou’d  a drop  from  flruggling  nature  fall, 

And  then  a fmile  of  patience  brighten  all. 

He  feeks  in  heav’n  a friend,  nor  feeks  in  vain  : 

His  guardian  angel  fvvift  defeends  again  ; 
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And  refolutlon  thus  befpeaks  a mind, 

Not  fcornmg  life,  yet  all  to  death  refign’d  4 
— Ye  chains,  fit  only  to  reftrain  the  will 
Of  common,  defp’rate  veterans  in  ill, 

Tho’  rankling  on  my  limbs  ye  lie,  declare^ 

Did  e’er  my  riling  foul  your  prefiure  wear^ 

No  ! — free  as  liberty,  and  quick  as  light> 

To  worlds  remote  file  takes  unbounded  flight* 

Ye  dungeon -glooms,  that  dim  corporeal  eyes, 

Cou’d  ye  once  blot  her  prof|>e6t  of  the  Ikies  ^ 

No  !— from  her  clearer  fight,  ye  fled  away, 

Like  error,  pierc’d  by  truth’s  refilHefs  ra}^. 

Ye  walls,  that  witnefs  my  repentant  moan  f 
Ye  echoes,  that  to  midnight  Ibrrows  groan  ! 

Do  I,  in  wrath,  to  you  of  fate  complain  ? 

Or  once  betray  fear’s  mofi:  inglorious  pain  ? 

No  ! — Hail,  twice  hail  then  ignominious  death  ! 
Behold  how  willing  glides  my  parting  breath  ! 

Far  greater,  better  far, — ay,  far  indeed  ! 

Like  me,  have  fuffer’d,  and  like  me  will  bleed* 
Apofiles,  patriarchs,  prophets,  martyrs  all. 

Like  me  once  fell,  nor  murmur’d  at  their  fall. 

Shall  I,  whofe  days,  ^t  befi,  no  ill  defign’d, 

Whofe  virtue  fiione  not,  tho’  I lov’d  mankind, 

Shall  I,  now  guilty  wretch,  fliall  I repine  ? 

Ah,  no  ! to  juftice  let  me  life  refign  ! 

Quick,  as  a friend,  w^ould  I embrace  my  foe! 

He  taught  me  patience,  who  firft  taught  me  woe^ 
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Blit  friends  are  foes,  they  render  woe  fevere, 

For  me  they  wail,  from  me  extort  the  tear. 

Not  thofe,  yet  abfent,  miffive  griefs  controul ; 

Thefe  periods  weep,  thofe  rave,  and  thefe  condole. 

At  entrance  fhrieks  a friend,  with  pale  furprize; 
Another  panting,  proftrate,  fpeechlefs  lies  ? 

One  gripes  my  hand,  one  fobs  upon  my  breaft  ! 

Ah,  who  can  bear  ? — It  fhocks,  it  murders  reft ! 

And  is  it  yours,  alas  ! my  friends  to  feel  ? 

And  is  it  mine  to  comfort,  mine  to  heal  ? 

I 

Is  mine  the  patience,  yours  the  bofom-ftrlfe  ? 

Ah  ! would  rafli  love  lure  back  my  thoughts  to  life  ? 
Adieu,  dear,  dang’rous  mourners  ! fwift  depart! 

Ah,  fly  me  ! fly  —I  tear  you  from  my  heart. 

Ye  faints,  whom  fears  of  death  could  ne’er  controul, 
In  my  laft  hour  compofe,  fupport  my  foul ! 

See  my  blood  wafh  repented  fln  away ! 

Receive,  receive  me  to  eternal  day  ! 

With  words  like  thefe  the  deftin’d  hero  dies, 

While  angels  waft  his  foul  to  happier  fkies. 

Diftindtlon  now  gives  way  ; yet  on  we  talk, 

Full  darknefs  deep’ning  o’er  the  formlefs  walk. 

Night  treads  not  with  light  ftep  the  dewy  gale, 

Nor  bright-diftends  her  ftar-embroiderM  veil ; 

Her  leaden  feet,  inclement  damps  diftil. 

Clouds  fhut  her  face,  black  winds  her  vefture  fill ; 

An  earth-born  meteor  lights  the  fable  fkies, 

Eaftward  it  fhoots,  and,  funk,  forgotten  dies; 
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So  pride,  that  rofe  from  dufl  to  guilty  powV, 

Glares  out  in  vain  ; fo  duft  (hall  pride  devour. 

Fifhers,  who  yonder  brink  by  torches  gain, 

With  teethful  tridents  ftrike  the  fcaly  train. 

Like  fnakes  in  eagles’  claws,  in  vain  they  ftrivc, 

When  heav’d  aloft,  and  quiv’ring  yet  alive. 

While  here,  methought,  our  time  in  converfe  pafs’d, 
i The  moon  clouds  muffled,  and  the  night  wore  faft. 

At  prowling  wolves  was  heard  the  maftiff’s  bayj 
And  the  warn’d  matter’s  arms  forbad  the  prey. 

Thus  treafon  tteals,  the  patriot  thus  defcries, 

Forth  fprings  the  monarch,  and  the  mifchief  flies# 
Pale  glow-worms  glimmer’d  thro’  the  depth  of  night, 
Scatt’ring,  like  hope  thro’  fear,  a doubtful  light. 

Lone  Philomela  tun’d  the  filent  grove. 

With  penfive  plcafure  litten’d  wakeful  Love. 
|Half-dreaming  Fancy  form’d  an  angel’s  tongue, 

And  Pain  forgot  to  groan,  fo  fweet  fhe  fung. 

The  Night-crone,  with  the  melody  alarm’d, 

Now  paus’d,  now  litten’d,  and  awhile  was  charm’d  ! 
But  like  the  man,  whofe  frequent-ttubborn  will 
Refitts  what  kind,  feraphic  founds  inttill, 
iHer  heart  the  love-infpiring  voice  repell’d. 

Her  breatt  with  agitating  mifchief  fwell’d  ; 

Which  clos’d  her  ear,  and  tempted  to  dettroy 
The  tuneful  life,  that  charms  with  virtuous  joy. 

Now  fatt  we  meafure  back  the  tracklefs  way  ; 

I No  friendly  ttars  dircdtive  beams  difplay.  « 
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But  lo  ! — a thoufand  lights  (hoot  Inftant  rays ; 

Yon  kindling  rock  refleds  the  ftartling  blaze. 

I {land  ailonifh’d — thus  the  hermit  cries  : 

Fear  not,  but  liften  with  enlarg’d  furprize  ! 

Still  mull  thefe  hours  our  mutual  converfe  claim, 

And  ceafe  to  echo  flill  Olympia’s  name ; 

Grots,  riv’lets,  groves,  Olympia’s  name  forget, 
Olympia  now  no  fighing  winds  repeat. 

Can  I be  mortal,  and  thofe  hours  no  more, 

Thofe  am’rous  hours,  that  plaintive  echoes  bore  ? 

Am  I the  fame  ? Ah,  no  ! — Behold  a mind. 
Unruffled,  firm,  exalted,  and  refin’d  ! 

Late  months,  that  made  the  vernal  feafon  gay. 

Saw  my  health  languifli  off  in  pale  decay. 

No  racking  pain  yet  gave  difeafe  a date ; 

No  fad,  prefageful  thought  preluded  fate  : 

Yet  number’d  were  my  days — My  deftin’d  end 
Near,  and  more  near — Nay,  ev’ry  fear  fufpeiid  ! 

I pais’d  a weary,  ling’ring,  fleeplefs  night ; 

Then  rofe,  to  walk  in  morning’s  earliell:  light : 

But  few  my  fieps — a faint,  and  cheerlefs  few  ! 
Refrefliment  from  my  flagging  fpirits  flew. 

When,  low,  retir’d  beneath  a cyprefs  fhade, 

My  limbs  upon  a flow’ry  bank  I laid. 

Soon  by  foft-creeping,  murm’ring  winds  compos’d, 

A {lumber  prefs’d  my  languid  eyes — They  clos’d : 

But  clos’d  not  long — Methought  Olympia  fpoke  ; 
Thrice  loud  fhe  call’d,  and  thrice  the  flumber  broke, 
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1 wakM.  Forth  gliding  from  a neighbYing  wood, 

Full  in  my  view  the  ftiad  Vy  charmer  flood. 

Rapt’rous  I flatted  up  to  dafp  the  fhade  ; 

But  flaggePd,  fell,  and  found  my  vitals  fade : 

A mantling  chilnefs  o’er  my  bofom  fpread. 

As  if  that  inftant  number’d  with  the  dead. 

Her  voice  now  fent  a far,  imperfe£i  found, 

When  in  a fwimming  trance  my  pangs  were  drown’d. 
Still  farther  off  flie  call’d — With  foft  furprize 
I turn’d — but  void  of  flrength,  and  aid  to  rife ; 

Short,  fhorter,  Ihorter  yet  my  breath  I drew : 

Then  up  my  flruggling  foul  unburthen’d  flew. 

Thus  from  a flate,  where  fin,  and  grief  abide, 

Heav’n  fummon’d  me  to  rnercy — thus  I died. 

He  faid.  Th’  aftonifliment  with  which  I ftart, 
Like  bolted  ice  runs  fhiv’ring  thro’  my  heart. 

Art  thou  not  mortal  then  ? (I  cried)  But  lo  ! 

His  raiment  lightens,  and  his  features  glow  ! 

In  (hady  ringlets  falls  a length  of  hair ; 

Embloom’d  his  afpedl  (bines,  enlarg’d  his  air. 

Mild  from  his  eyes  enliv’ning  glories  beam  ; 

Mild  on  his  brow  fits  majefty  fupreme. 

Bright  plumes  of  ev’ry  dye,  that  round  him  flow, 
Veil,  robe,  and  wings,  in  vary’d  luftre  fliow. 

He  looks,  and  forward  fleps  with  mien  divine ; 

A grace  celeftial  gives  him  all  to  (bine. 

He  fpeaks — Nature  is  ravifh’d  at  the  found, 

The  forefts  move,  and  ftreams  (land  lift’ning  round ! 
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Thus  he.  As  incorruption  I afTumM, 

As  infiant  in  immortal  youth  I bloom’d  ! 

Renew’d,  and  chang’d,  I felt  my  vital  fprings. 

With  diff’rent  lights  difeern’d  the  form  of  things; 
To  earth  my  paffions  fell  like  mifts  away, 

And  reafon  open’d  in  eternal  day. 

Swifter  than  thought  from  world  to  world  I flew, 
Celeftial  knowledge  fhone  in  ev’ry  view. 

My  food  was  truth — what  tranfport  could  I mifs[? 
My  profpeft,  all  infinitude  of  blifs. 

Olympia  met  me  firft,  and,  fmiling  gay, 

Onward  to  mercy  led  the  fhining  way  ; 

As  far  tranfeendent  to  her  wonted  air. 

As  her  dear  wonted  felf  to  many  a fair  ! 

In  voice  and  form,  beauty  more  beauteous  fliows. 

And  harmony  flill  more  harmonious  grows. 

She  points  out  fouls,  who  taught  me  friendfliip’s  charms, 
They  gaze,  they  glow,  they  fpring  into  my  arms ! 
Well  pleas’d,  high  anceftors  my  view  command*; 
Patrons,  and  patriots  all ; a glorious  band  ! 

Horatio  too,  by  well-born  fate  refin’d, 

Shone  out  white-rob’d  with  faints,  a fpotlefs  mind  ! 
What  once,  below,  ambition  made  him  mifs. 
Humility  here  gain’d,  a life  of  blifs  ! 

Tho’  late,  let  finners  then  from  fin  depart ! 

Heav’n  never  yet  defpis’d  the  contrite  heart. 

Lafi  fhone,  with  fweet,  exalted  luftre  grac’d, 
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Seers,  lovers,  legiflators,  prelates,  kings, 

All  raptur’d  liften,  as  he  raptur’d  fings. 

Sweetnefs  and  ftrength  his  look  and  lays  employ, 
Oreet  fmiles  with  fmiles,  and  ev’ry  joy  with  joy  ; 
Charmful  he  rofe  ; his  ever-charmful  tongue 
Joy  to  our  fecond  hymeneals  fung  ; 

Still,  as  we  pafs’d,  the  bright,  celeftial  throng 
Hail’d  us  in  focial  love,  and  heav’nly  fong. 

Of  that  no  more  ! my  deathlefs  friendftiip  fee  ! 
I come  an  angel  to  the  Mufe  and  thee. 

Thefe  lights,  that  vibrate,  and  promifcuous  fhine, 
Are  emanations  all  of  forms  divine. 

And  here  the  Mufe,  tho’  melted  from  thy  gaze, 
Stands  among  fpirits,  mingling  rays  with  rays. 

If  thou  wou’dft  peace  attain,  my  words  attend, 
The  laft,  fond  words  of  thy  departed  friend ! 
True  joy’s  a feraph,  that  to  heav’n  afpires,  j 
Unhurt  it  triumphs,  mid’  celeftial  choirs. 

But  fhou’d  no  cares  a mortal  ftate  moleft. 

Life  were  a ftate  of  ignorance  at  befl:. 

Know  then,  if  ills  oblige  thee  to  retire, 

Thofe  ills  folemnity  of  thought  infpire. 

Did  not  the  foul  abroad  for  objeds  roam, 

Whence  could  (he  learn  to  call  ideas  home  ? 

Juftly  to  know  thyfelf,  perufe  mankind  ; 

To  know  thy  God,  paint  nature  on  thy  mind  : 
Without  fuch  fcience  of  the  worldly  fcene. 

What  is  retirement  ? — empty  pride  or  fpleen  ; 
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But  with  It- — wifdom.  There  fliall  cares  refine, 
Render’d  by  contemplation  half-divine. 

Truft  not  the  frantic,  or  myfierlous  guide, 

Nor  fioop  a captive  to  the  fchoolman’s  pride. 

On  nature’s  wonders  fix  alone  thy  zeal ! 

They  dim  not  reafon,  when  they  truth  reveal : 
oo  (hall  religion  In  thy  heart  endure, 

From  all  traditionary  falfhood  pure ; 

So  life  make  death  familiar  to  thy  eye. 

So  (halt  thou  live,  as  thou  may’ll  learn  to  die ; 
And,  tho’  thou  view’d:  thy  worft  oppreflbr  thrive. 
From  tranfient  woe  immortal  blifs  derive. 

Farewel — Nay,  Hop  the  parting  tear  !— I go  ! 

But  leave  the  Mufe  thy  comforter  below. 

He  faid.  Indant  his  pi^nions  upward  foar, 

He  lefs’ning  as  they  rife,  till  feen  no  more. 

While  Contemplation  weigh’d  the  my  die  view. 
The  lights  all  vanifh’d,  and  the  vifion  flew. 
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PREFACE. 

TT  H E reader  will  eafily  perceive  thefe 
verfes  were  begun,  when  my  heart  was 
gayer  than  it  has  been  of  late ; and  finilhed 
in  hours  of  the  deepeft  melancholy, 

I hope  the  world  will  do  me  the  juftice 
to  believe,  that  no  part  of  this  flows  from 
any  real  anger  againft  the  Lady,  to  whom 
it  is  infcribed.  Whatever  undeferved  feve- 
rities  I may  have  received  at  her  hands, 
would  flie  deal  fo  candidly  as  acknowledge 
truth,  fhe  very  well  knows,  by  an  expe- 
rience of  many  years,  that  I have  ever  be- 
haved myfelf  towards  her,  like  one  who 
thought  it  his  duty  to  fupport  with  patience 
all  afflidions  from  that  quarter.  Indeed, 
if  I had  not  been  capable  of  forgiving  a 
Mother,  I muft  have  blufhed  to  receive  par- 
don myfelf  at  the  hands  of  my  fovereign. 

Neither,  to  fay  the  truth,  were  the  man- 
ner of  my  birth  all,  Ihould  I have  any 
reafon  for  complaint — When  I am  a little 
difpofed  to  a gay  turn  of  thinking,  I con- 
fider,  as  I was  a Dereliif  from  my  cradle, 
I have  honour  of  a lawful  claim  to  the  beft 
protection  in  Europe.  For  beiag  a fpot  of 
earth,  to  which  nobody  pretends  a title,  I 
devolve  naturally  upon  the  King,  as  one  of 
the  rights  of  his  Royalty, 
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While  I prefume  to  name  his  Majefty, 
I look  back  with  confufion,  upon  the 
mercy  I have  lately  experienced  ; becaufe 
it  is  impoffible  to  remember  it,  but  with 
Ibmething  I would  fain  forget,  for  the  fake 
of  my  future  peace,  and  alleviation  of  my 
paft  misfortune. 

I owe  my  life  to  the  Royal  Pity,  if  a 
wretch  can,  with  propriety,  be  faid  to  live, 
whofe  days  are  fewer  than  his  forrows ; 
and  to  vvhom  death  had  been  but  a re- 
demption from  mifery. 

But  I will  fuffer  my  pardon  as  my  pu- 
nilhment,  till  that  life,  which  has  fo  gra- 
ciouily  been  given  me,  fhall  become  con- 
fiderable  enough  not  to  be  ufelefs  in  his 
fervice  to  whom  it  was  forfeited.  Under 
influence  of  thefe  fentiments,  with  which 
His  Majefty’s  great  goodnefs  has  Infpired 
me,  I confider  my  lofs  of  fortune  and  dig- 
nity as  my  happinefs ; to  which,  as  I am 
born  without  ambition,  I am  thrown  from 
them  without  repining — Pofleffing  thofe 
advantages,  my  care  had  been,  perhaps, 
but  ho%v  to  enjoy  life  ; by  the  want  of  them 
I am  taught  this  nobler  leflbn,  to  ftudy 
how  to  deferve  it. 


Richard  Savage* 


THE 


BASTARD: 

A 

POEM. 

In  gayer  hours,  when  high  my  fancy  ran, 

The  mufe,  exulting,  thus  her  lay  began, 

Bleft  be  the  Ballard’s  birth  ! thro’  wond’roys  w^ys. 
He  Ihines  cxcentric,  like  a comet’s  blaze  ! 

No  fickly  fruit  of  faint  compliance  He  ! 

He  ! llampt  in  nature’s,  mint  of  exftacy  ! 

He  lives  to  build,  not  boafl  a generous  race  : 

No  tenth  tranfmitter  of  a foolifh  face. 

His  daring  hope,  no  fire’s  example  bounds  : 

His  firft-born  lights,  no  prejudice  confounds. 

He,  kindling  from  within,  requires  no  flame : 

He  glories  in  a Ballard’s  glowing  name. 

Born  to  hlmfelf,  by  no  polfeffion  led, 

In  freedom  loiter’d,  and  by  fortune  fed, 

Nor  guides,  nor  rules,  his  fov’reign  choice  controul, 
His  body  independent  as  his  foul ; 

Loos’d  to  the  world’s  wide  range — enjoin’d  no  aim, 
Perfcrib’d  no  duty,  and  aflign’d  no  name  ; 

Nature’s  unbounded  fon,  he  Hands  alone, 

His  heart  unbias’d,  and  his  mind  his  own» 

O Mother! 


92 


THE  BASTARD, 


O Mother,  yet  no  Mother ! — Yis  to  you, 

My  thanks  for  fuch  diflinguifh’d  claims  are  due. 
You,  unenflav’d  to  Nature’s  narrow  laws, 

Warm  championefs  for  freedom’s  facred  caufe, 

From  all  the  dry  devoirs  of  blood  and  line, 

From  ties  maternal,  moral  and  divine, 

Difcharg’d  my  grafping  foul ; pu(h’d  me  from  fliore, 
And  launch’d  me  into  life  without  an  oar. 

What  had  I loH,  if  conjugally  kind, 

By  nature  hating,  yet  by  vows  confin’d, 

Untaught  the  matrimonial  bounds  to  flight. 

And  coldly  confeious  of  the  hulband’s  right, 

You  had  faint»drawn  me  with  a form  alone, 

A lawful  lump  of  life  by  force  your  own  ! 

Then,  while  your  backward  will  retrench’d  defire, 
And  uneoncurring  fpirits  lent  no  fire, 

I had  been  born  your  dull,  domeftic  heir. 

Load  of  your  life,  and  motive  of  your  care ; 
Perhaps  been  poorly  rich,  and  meanly  great. 

The  flave  of  pomp,  a cypher  in  the  flate. 

Lordly  negledful  of  a worth  unknown. 

And  flumb’ring  in  a feat,  by  chance  my  own. 

Far  nobler  bleflings  wait  the  Baftard’s  lot ; 
Conceiv’d  in  rapture,  and  with  fire  begot ! 

Strong  as  neceflity,  he  flarts  away, 

Climbs  againfl:  wrongs,  and  brightens  into  day, 

Thus  unprophetic,  lately  mifinfpir’d, 

I fung  ; Gay  flutt’ring  hope,  my  fancy  fir’d ; 
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inly  fecure^  thro’  eonfclous  fcorn  of  ill, 

Nor  taught  by  wifdom,  how  to  balance  will, 

Rafhly  deceiv’d,  I faw  no  pits  to  fhun, 

But  thought  to  purpofe,  and  to  a£l  were  one } 
Heedlefs  what  pointed  cares  pervert  his  way. 

Whom  caution  arms  not,  and  whom  woes  betray ; 
But  now  expos’d,  and  fhrinking  from  diftrefs, 

I fly  to  (belter,  while  the  tempefts  prefs ; 

My  Mufe  to  grief  refigns  the  varying  tone. 

The  raptures  languifti,  and  the  numbers  groan. 

O memory  ! thou  foul  of  joy  and  pain  ! 

Thou  adtor  of  our  palEons  o’er  again  I 
Why  doft  thou  aggravate  the  wretch’s  woe  ? 

Why  add  continuous  fmart  to  every  blow  ? 

Few  are  my  joys  ; alas  ! how  foon  forgot ! 

On  that  kind  quarter  thou  invad’d  me  not : 

W’hile  (harp,  and  numberlefs  my  forrows  fall ; 

Yet  thou  repeat’d,  and  multpli’d  ’em  all ! 

Is  chance  a guilt  ? that  my  difad’rous  heart. 

For  mifchief  never  meant,  mud  ever  fmart  ? 

Can  felf-defence  be  fin  ? — Ah,  plead  no  more ! 

What  tho’  no  purpos’d  malice  dain’d  thee  o’er  ? 

Had  hcav’n  befriended  thy  unhappy  fide, 

Thou  had’d  not  been  provok’d — Or  thou  had’d  died. 

Far  be  the  guilt  of  home-fhed  blood,  from  all 
On  whom,  unfought,  embroiling  dangers  fall  1 
Still  the  pale  dead  revives,  and  lives  to  me, 

To  me  ! thro’  Pity’s  eye  condemn’d  to  fee. 

Remembrance 
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Remembrance  veils  his  rage,  but  fwells  his  fate ; 
Griev’d  I forgive,  and  am  grown  cool  tdo  late, 
Young,  and  unthoughtful  then  ; who  knows,  one  day 
What  rip’ning  virtues  might  have  made  their  way  ! 
He  might  have  liv’d,  till  folly  died  in  lhame, 

Till  kindling  wifdom  felt  a thirft  for  fame. 

He  might  perhaps  his  country’s  friend  have  prov’d ; 
Both  happy,  gen’rous,  candid,  and  belov’d. 

He  might  have  fav’d  fome  worth,  now  doom’d  to  fall  5 
And  I,  perchance,  in  him,  have  murder’d  all. 

O fate  of  late  repentance  ! always  vain  : 

Thy  remedies  but  lull  undying  pain. 

Where  fhall  my  hope  find  reft; — No  Mother’s  care 
Shielded  my  infant  innocence  with  pray’r  : 

No  Father’s  guardian  hand  my  youth  maintain’d, 
Call’d  forth  my  virtues,  or  from  vice  reftrain’d. 

Is  it  not  thine  to  fnatch  fome  pow’rful  arm, 

Firft  to  advance,  then  fkreen  from  future  harm  ? 

I am  return’d  from  death,  to  live  in  pain  ! 

Or  wou’d  Imperial  Pity  fave  in  vain  ? 

Diftruft  it  not— What  blame  can  Mercy  find, 

Which  gives  at  once  a life,  and  rears  a mind  ? 

Mother,  mifcall’d,  farewel — of  foul  fevercj 
This  fad  refledlion  yet  may  force  one  tear : 

All  I was  wretched  by,  to  you  I ow’d. 

Alone  from  ftrangers  ev’ry  comfort  flow’d  ! 

Loft  to  the  life  you  gave,  your  Son  no  more, 

And  now  adopted,  who  vvas  doom’d  beib:  e, 

New-born, 
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New-born,  I may  a nobler  Mother  claim^ 

But  dare  not  whifper  her  immortal  name  ; 
Supremely  lovely,  and  feren^ly  great  1 
Majeftic  Mother  of  a kneeling  State ! 

Qiieen  of  a People^s  heart,  who  ne^er  before 
Agreed — yet  now  with  one  confent  adore  ! 

One  conteft  yet  remains  in  this  defire, 

Who  moft  ftiall  give  applaufc,  where  all  admire. 
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ON  THE  RECOVERY  OF  THE 

LADY  VISCOUNTESSTYRCONNEL. 

Whe  RE  Thames  with  pride  beholds  Augufta’s 
charms, 

And  either  India  pours  into  her  arms  ; 

Where  Liberty  bids  honeft  arts  abound, 

And  pkafures  dance  in  one  eternal  round  ; 
High-thron’d  appears  the  laughter-loving  dame, 
Goddefs  of  mirth,  Euphrofyne  her  name. 

Her  fmile  more  chearful  than  a vernal  morn  ; 

All  life  ! all  bloom  ! of  Youth  and  Fancy  born. 
Touch’d  into  joy,  what  hearts  to  her  fubmit ! 

She  looks  her  Sire,  and  fpeaks  her  Mother’s  wit. 

O’er  the  gay  world  the  fweet  infpirer  reigns ; 

Spleen  flies,  and  Elegance  her  pomp  fuftains. 

Thee,  goddefs  ! thee ! the  fair  and  young  obey  ; 
Wealth,  Wit,  Love,  Mufic,  all  confefs  thy  fway. 

In  the  blake  wild  even  Want  by  thee  is  blefs’d, 

And  pamper’d  Pride  without  thee  pines  for  reft, 

The  rich  grow  richer,  while  in  thee  they  find 
The  matchlefs  treafure  of  a fmiling  mind. 

Science  by  thee  flows  foft  in  focial  eafe. 

And  Virtue,  loofing  rigour,  learns  to  pleafe. 

The  goddefs  fummons  each  illuftrious  name. 

Bids  the  gay  talk,  and  forms  th’  amufive  game. 

G z She, 
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She,  whofe  fair  throne  is  fix’d  in  human  fouls, 
From  joy  to  joy  her  eye  delighted  rolls. 

But  where  (Ihe  cry’d)  is  (he,  my  fav’rite  ! fhe, 
Of  all  my  race,  the  dearefi:  far  to  me  1 
Whofe  life’s  the  life  of  each  refiifd  delight  ? 

She  faid — But  no  Tyrconnel  glads  her  fight. 

Swift  funk  her  laughing  eyes  in  languid  fear ; 

Swift  rofe  the  fwelling  figh,  and  trembling  tear. 

In  kind,  low  murmurs  all  the  lofs  deplore  ; 
Tyrconnel  droops,  and  pleafure  is  no  more. 

The  goddefs,  filent,  paus’d  in  mufeful  air ; 

But  Mirth,  like  Virtue,  cannot  long  defpair. 
Celeflial-hinted  thoughts  gay  hope  infpir’d, 
Smiling  (lie  rofe,  and  all  with  hope  were  fir’d. 
Where  Bath’s  afcending  turrets  meet  her  eyes ; 
Straight  wafted  on  the  tepid  breeze  file  flies, 

She  flies,  her  eldefl:  fifler  Health  to  find  ; 

She  finds  her  on  the  mountain-brow  reclin’d. 
Around  her  birds  in  earlieft  confort  fing ; 

Her  cheek  the  femblance  of  the  kindling  fpring ; 
Frefli-t injur’d,  like  a fummer-evening  (ky. 

And  a mild  fun  fits  finiling  in  her  eye. 

Loofe  to  the  wind  her  verdant  veftments  flow ; 

Her  limbs  yet- recent  from  the  fprings  below  ; 
There  oft  (he  bathes,  then  peaceful  fits  fecure, 
Where  every  gale  is  fragrant,  fre(h,  and  pure  ; 
Where  flow’rs  and  herbs  their  cordial  odours  blend, 
And  all  their  balmy  virtues  faft  afcend. 
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Hall,  filler,  fiail  ! (the  kindred  goddefs  cries) 

No  common  fuppll^nt  fiands  before  your  eyes. 

You,  with  whofe  living  breath  the  morn  is  fraught, 
Flulh  the  fair  cheek,  and  point  the  chearful  thought  ! 
Strength,  vigour,  wit,  depriv’d  of  thee,  decline  ! 
Each  finer  fenfe,  that  forms  delight,  is  thine  1 
Bright  funs  by  thee  dilFufe  a brighter  blaze, 

And  the  frelh  green  a frelher  green  difplays  ! 

Without  thee  pleafures  die,  or  dully  cloy, 

And  life  with  thee,  howe’er  deprefs’d,  is  joy. 

Such  thy  vaft  pow’r ; — (the  Deity  replies) 

Mirth  never  alks  a boon,  which  health  denies. 

Our  mingled  gifts  tranfcend  imperial  wealth  ; 

Health  ftrengthens  Mirth,  and  Mirth  infpirits  Health. 
Thefe  gales,  yon  fprings,  herbs,  flow’rs,  and  fun  are 
mine ; 

Thine  is  their  fmile  ! be  all  their  influence  thine. 

Euphrofyne  rejoins — Thy  friendlhip  prove  ! 

See  the  dear,  fickening  objedl  of  my  love  ! 

Shall  that  warm  heart,  fo  chearful  ev’n  in  pain, 

So  form’d  to  pleafe,  unpleas’d  itfelf  remain  ? 

Sifter,  in  her  my  fmile  anew  difplay. 

And  all  the  focial  world  fliall  blefs  thy  fway. 

Swift,  as  fhe  fpeaks.  Health  fpreads  the  purple  wing 
Soars  in  the  colour’d  clouds,  and  fheds  the  fpring  ; 
Now  bland  and  fweet  (he  floats  along  in  air 
Air  feels,  and  foft’ning  owns  th’  ethereal  fair  ! 
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In  flill  defcent  (he  melts  on  opening  flowers, 

And  deep  impregnates  plants  with  genial  ftiow’rs. 

The  genial  fhowers,  new-rifing  to  the  ray, 

Exhale  in  rofeate  clouds,  and  glad  the  day. 

Now  in  a zephyr’s  borrow’d  voice  (he  fings. 

Sweeps  the  frefli  dews,  and  (hakes  them  from  her  wings^ 
Shakes  them  embalmed ; or,  in  a gentle  kifs. 

Breathes  the  fure  earneft  of  awaking  blifs. 

Saphira  feels  it  with  a foft  furprife. 

Glide  thro’  her  veins,  and  quicken  in  her  eyes  ! 

Inftant  in  her  own  form  the  goddefs  glows, 

Where,  bubbling  warm,  the  mineral  water  flows ; 
Then  plunging,  to  the  flood  new  virtue  gives  ; 

Steeps  ev’ry  charm ; and  as  (he  bathes,  it  lives  ! 

As  from  her  locks  (he  (beds  the  vital  (liow’r, 

’Tis  done ! (die  cries)  thefe  fprings  polTefs  my  povv’r ! 
Let  thefe  immediate  to  thy  darling  roll 
Health,  vigour,  life,  and  gay-returning  foul. 

Thou  fmll’fl,  Euphrofyne  ; and  confcious  fee, 

Prompt  to  thy  fmile,  how  Nature  joys  with  thee. 

All  is  green  life  ! all  beauty  rofy-bright ; 

Full  Harmony,  young  Love,  and  dear  Delight  ! 

See  vernal  Hours  lead  circling  joys  along  ! 

All  fun,  all  bloom,  all  fragrance,  and  all  fong  ! 

Receive  thy  care  ! Now  Mirth  and  Health  combine. 
Each  heart  ftiall  gladden,  and  each  virtue  (bine. 

Quick  to  Augufla  bear  the  prize  away  ; 

There  let  her  fmile,  and  bid  a world  be  gay. 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

SIR  ROBERT  WALPOLE- 

Still  let  low  wits,  who  fenfe  nor  honour  prize, 
Sneer  at  all  gratitude,  all  truth  difguife ; 

At  living  worth,  becaufe  alive,  exclaim, 

Infult  the  exil’d,  and  the  dead  defame ! 

Such  paint  what  pity  veils  in  private  woes, 

And  what  we  fee  with  grief,  with  mirth  expofe ; 
Studious  to  urge — (whom  will  mean  authors  fpare.^) 
The  child’s,  the  parent’s,  and  the  confort’s  tear ; 
Unconfeious  of  what  pangs  the  heart  may  rend, 

To  lofe  what  they  have  ne’er  deferv’d — a friend. 

Such,  ignorant  of  fa6ts,  invent,  relate, 

Expos’d  perfift,  and  anfwer’d  ftill  debate  : 

Such,  but  by  foils,  the  clearefl:  luftre  fee. 

And  deem  afperfing  others  praifing  thee. 

Far  from  thefe  tracks  my  honefl  lays  afpire, 

And  greet  a gen’rous  heart  with  gen’rous  fire. 

Truth  be  my  guide  ! Truth,  which  thy  virtue  claims! 
This,  nor  the  poet,  nor  the  patron  fhames  1 
When  party-minds  fhall  lofe  contracted  views. 

And  hih’ry  queflion  the  recording  Mufe ; 
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’Tis  this  alone  to  after-times  muft  fhlne, 

And  ftamp  the  poet  and  his  theme  divine. 

Long  has  my  Mufe,  from  many  a mournful  caufe. 
Sung  with  fmall  pow’r,  nor  fought  fublime  applaufe ; 
From  that  great  point  (he  now  fhall  urge  her  fcope; 
On  that  fair  promife  reft  her  future  hope  ; 

Where  policy,  from  ftate-illufion  clear. 

Can  through  an  open  afped  ftiine  lincere ; 

Where  Science,  Law,  and  Liberty  depend. 

And  own  the  patron,  patriot,  and  the  friend; 

(That  breaft  to  feel,  that  eye  on  worth  to  gaze. 

That  fmile  to  cherifh,  and  that  hand  to  raife !) 

Whofe  beft  of  hearts  her  beft  of  thoughts  inflame, 
Whofe  joy  is  bounty,  and  whofe  gift  is  fame. 

Where,  for  relief,  flees  innocence  diftrefs’d  ? 

To  you,  who  chafe  oppreflion  from  th’  opprefs’d: 
Who,  when  complaint  to  you  alone  belongs. 

Forgive  your  own,  tho’  not  a people’s  wrongs : 

Who  ftill  make  public  property  your  care. 

And  thence  bid  private  griefs  no  more  defpair. 

Aik  they  what  ftate  your  Ihelt’ring  care  fliall  own  ? 
^Tis  youth,  ’tis  age,  the  cottage,  and  the  throne; 

Nor  can  the  prifon  ’fcape  your  fearching  eye, 

^ Y'ou  ear  ftill  opening  to  the  captive’s  cry. 

Nor  lefs  was  promis’d  from  thy  early  Ikill, 

Ere  power  enforce  benevolence  of  will ! 

To  friends  refin’d,  thy  private  life  adher’d 
By  thee  Improving,  ere  by  thee  prefer’d. 
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Well  hadft  thou  weigh’d  what  truth  fuch  friends  afford^ 
With  thee  religning,  and  with  thee  reftor’d. 

Thou  taught’ft  them  all  extenfive  love  to  bear, 

And  now  mankind  with  thee  their  friendfhip  fliare. 

As  the  rich  cloud  by  due  degrees  expands, 

And  {how’rs  down  plenty  thick  on  fundry  lands, 

Thy  fpreading  worth  in  various  bounty  fell, 

Made  genius  flourilh,  and  made  art  excel. 

How  many,  yet  deceiv’d,  all  pow’r  oppofe  ? 

Their  fears  increafing,  as  decreafe  their  woes  ; 
Jealous  of  bondage,  while  they  freedom  gain, 

And  moft  oblig’d,  moft  eager  to  complain. 

But  well  wc  count  our  blifs,  if  well  we  view, 
When  pow’r  oppreffion,  not  protedlon  grew  ; 

View  prefent  ills  that  punifli  diftant  climes  ; 

Or  bleed  in  mem’ry  here  from  ancient  times. 

Mark  firft  the  robe  abus’d  Religion  wore, 

Stcwy’d  with  griefs,  and  ftain’d  with  human  gore  ? 
What  various  tortures,  engines,  fires,  reveal. 

Study ’d,  empower’d,  and  fandtify’d  by  zeal  ? 

Stop  here,  my  Mufe  ! — Peculiar  woes  defery  ! 

Bid  ’em  in  fad  fucceffion  flrike  thy  eye  ! 

Lo,  to  her  eye  the  fad  fuccelTion  fprings  ! 

She  looks,  fl:ie  weeps,  and,  as  (he  weeps,  fhe  fings. 

See  the  doom’d  Hebrew  of  his  ftores  bereft ! 

See  holy  murder  juftify  the  theft ! 

His  ravag’d  gold  fome  ufelefs  fhrine  fhall  raife, 

His  gems  on  fuperftitious  idols  blaze 
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His  wife,  his  babe,  deny’d  their  little  home, 

Strip’d,  ftarvM,  unfriended,  and  unpity ’d  roam, 

Lq,  the  priefl’s  hand  the  Wafer-God  fupplies  !— 

A king  by  confec rated  poifon  dies ! 

See  learning  range  yon  broad  ethereal  plain, 

From  world  to  world,  and  god-like  Science  gain  ! 

Ah  ! what  avails  the  curious  fearch  fuftain’d, 

The  finilh’d  toil,  the  god-like  Science  gain’d  ? 
Sentenc’d  to  flames  th’  expenflve  wlfdom  fell, 

And  truth  from  heav’n  was  forcery  from  hell. 

See  Reafon  bid  each  my  flic  wile  retire, 

Strike  out  new  light ! and  mark  ! — the  wife  admire  ! 
Zeal  fliall  fuch  herefy,  like  Learning,  hate  ; 

The  fame  their  glory,  and  the  fame  their  fate. 

Lo,  from  fought  mercy,  one  his  life  receives ! 

Life,  wwfe  than  death,  that  cruel  mercy  gives : 

The  man,  perchance,  who  wealth  and  honours  bore, 
Slaves  in  the  mine,  or  ceafelefs  flrains  the  oar. 

J?o  dom’d  are  thefe,  and  fuch  perhaps,  our  doom. 
Own’d  we  a Prince,  avert  it  heaven  ! from  Rome. 

Nor  private  worth  alone  falfe  Zeal  aflails  ; 

Whole  nations  bleed  when  bigotry  prevails. 

What  are  fworn  friendfliips  ? What  are  kindred  ties  ? 
What’s  faith  with  herefy  ? (the  zealot  cries.) 

See,  when  war  links  the  thund’ring  cannon’s  roar ; 
When  wounds,  and  death,  and  difeord  are  no  more  ; 
When  inuiic  bids  undreading  joys  advance. 

Swell  the  foft  hour,  and  turn  the  fvvimming  dance  : 

When, 
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When  to  crown  thefe,  the  foclal  fparkling  bowl 
Lifts  the  cheer’d  fenfe,  and  pours  out  all  the  foul ; 
Sudden  he  fends  red  maflacre  abroad ; 

Faithlefs  to  man,  to  prove  his  faith  to  God. 

What  pure  perfuafive  eloquence  denies. 

All-drunk  with  blood,  the  arguing  fword  fupplies ; 
The  fword,  which  to  th’  affaffin’s  hand  is  given ! 

Th’  affaflin’s  hand  ! — pronounc’d  the  hand  of  heaven  ! 
Sex  bleeds  with  fex,  and  infancy  with  age ; 

No  rank,  no  place,  no  virtue  flops  his  rage. 

Shall  fword,  and  flame,  and  devaftation  ceafe, 

To  pleafe  with  zeal,  wild  zeal  ! the  God  of  Peace? 

Nor  lefs  abufe  has  fcourg’d  the  civil  flate, 

When  a King’s  will  became  a nation’s  fate. 

Enormous  pow’r  ! Nor  noble,  nor  ferene; 

Now  fierce  and  cruel ; now  but  wild  and  mean. 

See  titles  fold,  to  ralfe  th’  unjufl  fupply  ! 

Compell’d  the  purchafe  ! or  be  fin’d,  or  buy  \ 

No  public  fpirit,  guarded  well  by  laws, 

Uncenfur’d,  cenfures  in  his  country’s  caufe. 

See  from  the  merchant  forc’d  th’  unwilling  loan  ! 

Who  dares  deny,  or  deem  his  wealth  his  own  ? 
Denying,  fee  ! where  dungeon-damps  arife, 

Difeas’d  he  pines,  and  unaflified  dies. 

Far  more  than  maflacre  that  fate  accurfl ! 

As  of  all  deaths  the  llng’rlng  is  the  worfl. 

New  courts  of  cenfure  griev’d  with  new  offence, 
Tax’d  without  power,  and  fin^d  without  pretence, 

Explain’d, 
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Explain’d,  at  will,  each  ftatute’s  wrefted  aim,  J 

’Till  marks  of  merit  were  the  marks  of  fhame  ; j 

So  monftrous ! — Life  was  the  fevereft  grief. 

And  the  worft  death  feem’d  welcome  for  relief.  ^ 

In  vain  fhe  fubjed  fought  redrefs  from  law,  j 

No  fenate  liv’d  the  partial  judge  to  awe : 

Senates  were  void,  and  fenators  confin’d. 

For  the  great  caufe  of  Nature  and  Mankind  ; 

Who  Kings  fuperlor  to  the  people  own  ; 

Yet  prove  the  law  fuperlor  to  the  throne, 

Who  can  review,  without  a gen’rous  tear, 

A Church,  a State,  fo  impious,  fo  fevere ; 

A land  uncultur’d  thro’  polemic  jars. 

Rich  ! — but  with  carnage  from  inteftine  wars  ; 

The  hand  of  Indullry  employ’d  no  more, 

And  Commerce  flying  to  fome  fafer  fiiore ; 

All  property  reduc’d,  to  Pow’r  a prey, 

And  Senfe  and  Learning  chas’d  by  Zeal  away  ? 

Who  honours  not  each  dear  departed  ghoft. 

That  ft  rove  for  Liberty  fo  won,  fo  loft : 

So  well  regain’d  when  god-like  William  rofe, 

And  firft  entail’d  the  blefling  George  beftows  ? 

May  Walpole  ftill  the  growing  triumph  raife, 

And  bid  thefe  emulate  Eliza’s  days ; 

Still  ferve  a Prince,  who  o’er  his  people  great, 

As  far  tranfeends  in  virtue,  as  in  ftate ! 

The  Mufe  puifues  thee  to  thy  rural  feat ; 

Ev’n  there,fliall  Liberty  infpire  retreat. 

Whe*^. 
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When  folemn  cares  in  flowing  wit  are  drown’d, 

And  fportive  chat  and  focial  laughs  go  round  ; 

Ev’n  then,  when  paufing  mirth  begins  to  fail. 

The  converfe  varies  to  the  ferious  tale. 

The  tale  pathetic  fpeaks  fome  wretch  that  owes 
I To  fome  deficient  law  relieflefs  woes. 

What  inftant  pity  warms  the  gen’rous  breafl:  ? 

1 How  all  the  legiflator  ftands  confefs’d  ! 
j Now  fprings  the  hint ! ’tis  now  improv’d  to  thought ! 
Now  ripe  ! and  now  to  public  welfare  brought ! 

New  bills,  which  regulating  means  beftow, 

Juftice  preferve,  yet  foft’ning  mercy  know  : 
juftice  fhall  low  vexatious  wiles  decline, 

And  ftill  thrive  moft,  when  lawyers  moft  repine. 
Juftice  from  jargon  fhall  refin’d  appear, 

To  knowledge  thro’  our  native  language  clear. 

Hence  we  may  learn,  no  more  deceiv’d  by  law, 
Whence  wealth  and  life  their  beft  aflhrance  draw. 

The  freed  Infolvent,  with  induftriouus  hand, 
Strives  yet  to  fatisfy  the  juft  demand : 

Thus  ruthlefs  men,  who  wou’d  his  pow’rs  reftrain, 

Oft  what  feverity  would  iofe,  obtain. 

Thefe,  and  a thoufand  gifts,  thy  thought  acquires. 
Which  Liberty  benevolent  inlpires. 

From  Liberty  the  fruits  of  law  increafe. 

Plenty,  and  joy,  and  all  the  arts  of  peace. 

Abroad  the  merchant,  while  the  tempefts  rave, 
Advent’rous  fails,  nor  fears  the  wind  and  wave ; 
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At  home  untir’d  we  find  th’  aufplcious  hand 
With  flocks,  and  herds,  and  harvefls,  blefs  tl^e  land 
While  there,  the  peafant  glads  the  grateful  foil, 
Here  mark  the  fliipwright,  there  the  mafon  ioil. 

Hew,  fquare,  and  rear  magnificent  the  ftoni, 

And  give  our  oaks  a glory  not  their  own  ! 

What  life  demands,  by  this  obeys  her  call. 

And  added  elegance  confum mates  all. 

Thus  flately  cities  flatelier  navies  rife. 

And  fpread  our  grandeur  under  diftant  fkles. 

From  Liberty  each  nobler  Science  fprung, 

A Bacon  brighten’d,  and  a Spenfer  lung : 

A Clarke  and  Locke  new  trads  of  truth  explore, 

And  Newton  reaches  heights  unreach’d  before. 

What  Trade  fees  Property  that  wealth  maintain,. 
Which  induflry  no  longer  dreads  to  gain  ; 

What  tender  confcience  kneels  with  fears  refign’d. 
Enjoys  her  worfhip,  and  avows  her  mind  ; 

What  genius  now  from  w^ant  to  fortune  climbs. 

And  to  fafe  Science  ev’ry  thought  fublimes ; 

What  Royal  Pow’r,  from  his  fuperior  ftate, 

Sees  public  happinefs  his  own  create ; 

But  kens  thofe  patriot-fouls,  to  which  he  owes 
Of  old  each  fource,  whence  now  each  blefling  flows  ? 
And  if  fuch  fpirits  from  their  heav*n  defeend, 

And  blended  flame,  to  point  one  glorious  end ; 

Flame  from  one  breafl,  and  thence  on  Britain  fliine, 
What  love  what  praife,  O Walpole,  then  is  thine  ? 
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jA.LL  prlefts  are  not  the  fame,  be  underfiood  ! 
Priefts  are,  like  other  folks,  fome  bad,  feme  good. 
What^s  vice  or  virtue,  fure  admits  no  doubt ; 

Then,  clergy,  with  church  miffion,  or  without; 
When  good,  or  bad,  annex  we  to  your  name, 

The  greater  honour,  or  the  greater  fhame. 

Mark  how  a country  Curate  once  could  rife  ; 

Tho’  neither  learnM,  nor  witty,  good,  nor  wife ! 

Of  innkeeper,  or  butcher,  if  begot, 

At  Cam  or  Ifis  bred,  imports  it  not. 

A Servitor  he  was— Of  hall,  or  college  ? 

Afk  not — to  neither  credit  is  his  knowledge. 

Four  years,  thro’  foggy  ale,  yet  made  him  fee. 
Juft  his  neck-verfe  to  read,  and  take  degree. 

A gown,  with  added  fleeves,  he  now  may  wear ; 
While  his  round  cap  transforms  into  a fquare. 

Him,  quite  unfconc’d,  the  butt’ry  book  fliall  own  ; 
At  pray’rs,  tho’  ne’er  devout,  fo  conftant  known. 
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Let  tefHmonials  then  his  worth  difclofe ! 

He  gains  a calTock,  beaver  and  a rofe. 

A Curate  now,  his  furniture  review  ! 

A few  old  fermons,  and  a bottle-fcrew. 

A Curate  ? — Where  ? His  name  (cries  one)  recite  ! 

Or  tell  me  this — Is  pudding  his  d6light  ? 

Why,  our’s  loves  pudding — Does  he  fo  ? — ’tis  he  ! 

A Servitor ; — Sure  Curl  will  find  a key. 

His  Alma  Mater  now  he  quite  forfakes  ; 

She  gave  him  one  degree,  and  two  he  takes. 

He  now  the  hood  and  fleeve  of  Mafler  wears ; 

Doctor  ! (quoth  they) — and  lo  ! a fcarf  he  bears ! 

A fwelling,  ruffling,  glofly  fcarf  ! yet  he, 

By  peer  unqualify ’d,  as  by  degree. 

This  Curate  learns  church-dues,  and  law  to  teafe. 
When  time  fhall  ferve,  for  tithes,  and  furplice-fees ; 
When  ’fcapes  fome  portion’d  girl  from  guardian’s  pow’r, 
He  the  fnug  licence  gets  for  nuptual  hour  ; 

And  rend’ring  vain  her  parent’s  prudent  cares, 

To  fharper  weds  her,  and  with  fharper  (hares. 

Let  babes  of  poverty  convulfive  lie  ; 

No  bottle  waits,  tho’  babes  unfprlnkled  die. 

Half-office  fefves  the  fun’ral,  if  it  bring 
No  hope  of  fcarf,  or  hatband,  gloves,  or  ring. 

Does  any  wealthy  fair  defponding  lie. 

With  fcrup’lous  confcience,  tho’  fhe  knows  not  why  ? 
Would  cordial  counfel  make  the  patient  well  ? 

Our  prieft  fhall  raife  the  vapours,  not  difpel. 
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!H5s  cant  feme  orphan’s  piteous  cafe  fhall  bring ; 
iHe  bids  her  give  the  widow’s  heart  to  ling  : 
iHe  pleads  for  age  in  want;  and  while  fhe  lingers, 
iThus  fnares  her  charity  with  bird-lime  fingers, 
i Now  in  the  patron’s  manfion  fee  the  wight, 
Faftious  for  pow’r — a fon  of  Levy  right ! 

IServile  to  ’fquires,  to  valTals  proud  his  mien, 

As  Codex  to  inferior  Clergy  feen. 

He  flatters  till  you  blufii ; but,  when  withdrawn, 
’Tis  his  to  flander,  as  ’twas  his  to  fawn. 

He  pumps  for  fecrets,  pries  o’er  fervants’  ways, 
And,  like  a meddling  prieft,  can  mifehief  raife  ; 
And  from  fuch  mifehief  thus  can  plead  defert — 

' Tis  all  my  patron’s  int’refl:  at  my  heart. 

Deep  in  his  mind  all  wrongs  from  others  live ; 
iNone  more  need  pardon,  and  none  lefs  forgive. 

At  what  does  next  his  erudition  aim  ? 

|To  kill  the  footed  and  the  feather’d  game  : 
iThen  this  Apoftle,  for  a daintier  difli. 

|With  line  or  net,  fliall  plot  the  fate  of  fifh. 
llln  kitchen,  what  the  cookmaid  calls  a cot ; 

'in  cellar,  with  the  butler,  brother  fot. 

Here  too  he  corks ; in  brewhoufe  hops  the  beer, 
Bright  in  the  hall,  his  parts  at  whifl:  appear ; 
Dext’rous  to  pack  ; yet  at  all  cheats  exclaiming  ; 
[The  prieil:  has  av’rice,  av’rice  itch  of  gaming. 
And  gaming  fraud  : — But  fair  he  flrikes  the  ball, 
And  at  the  plain  of  billiard  pockets  all. 
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At  tables  now  ! — But  oh,  if  gammon’d  there, 

The  ftartling  echoes  learn,  like  him,  to  fwear! 

Tho’  ne’er  at  authors  in  the  ftudy  feen, 

At  bowls  fagacious  mailer  of  the  green. 

A connolfleur,  as  cunning  as  a fox, 

To  bet  on  racers,  or  on  battling  cocks ; 

To  preach  o’er  beer,  in  boroughs,  to  procure 
Voters,  to  make  the  ’fquire’s  ele6lion  fure  : 

For  this,  where  clowns  flare,  gape,  and  grin,  and  haul, 
Free  to  buffoon  his  fundion  to  ’em  all. 

When  the  clod  juilice  fome  horfe-laugh  wou’d  raife, 
Foremoil  the  dulleil  of  dull  jokes  to  praife  ; 

To  fay,  or  unfay,  at  his  patron’s  nod  ; 

To  do  the  will  of  all — fave  that  of  God. 

His  int’reil  the  moil  fervile  part  he  deems  ; 

Yet  much  he  fways,  where  much  to  ferv'e  he  feems ; 
He  fways  his  patron,  rules  the  Lady  moil. 

And,  as  he  rules  the  Lady,  rules  the  roail. 

Old  tradefmen  muil  give  way  to  new^ — his  aim 
Extorted  poundage,  once  the  ileward’s  elaim.  i 
Tenants  arc  rais’d  ; or,  as  his  pow’r  increafes, 

Unlefs  they  fine  to  him,  renew  no  leafes* 

Thus  tradefmen,  fcrvants,  tenants,  none  are  free; 
Their  lofs  and  murmur  are  his  gain  and  glee.  ■ ; 

Lux’ry  he  loves ; but  like  a prieil  of  fenfe, 

Ev’n  luxVy  loves  not  at  his  own  expence^ 

Tho’  harlot  pailions  wanton  with  his  will, 

Yet  av’rice  is  his  wedded  paffion  ilill. 
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See  him  with  napkin  o’er  his  band  tuck’d  In, 

While  the  rich  greafe hangs  gllfl’ning  on  his  chin; 

Or  as  the  dew  from  Aaron’s  beard  declines, 

Ev’n  to  his  garment  hem  foft-trickling  fliines ! 

He  feeds,  and  feeds,  fwllls  foop,  and  fucks  up  marrow; 
Swills,  fucks,  and  feeds,  till  leach’rous  as  a fparrow. 
Thy  pleafure,  On  an,  now  no  more  delights, 

The  lone  amufement  of  his  chafter  nights. 

He  boafts — (let  Ladies  put  him  to  the  teft !) 

Strong  back,  broad  fhoulders,  and  a well-built  cheft. 
With  fliff’ning  nerves,  nov;^fl:eals,he  fly  away  ; 

Alert,  warm,  chuckling,  ripe  for  am’rousplay  ; 

Ripe  to  carefs  the  lafs  he  once  thought  meet 
At  church  to  chide,  when  penanc’d  in  a flieet. 

He  pants  the  titillating  joy  to  prove. 

The  fierce,  fhort  failles  of  luxurious  love. 

Not  fair  Cadiere  and  Confeflbr  than  they, 

In  ft  raining  tranfports,  more  lafeivious  lay. 

Conceives  her  womb,  while  each  fo  melts  and  thrills? 
He  plies  her  now  with  love,  and  now  with  pills. 

No  more  falls  penance  cloath’d  in  fhame  upon  her  ; 
Thefe  kill  her  embryo,  and  preferve  her  honour. 

Riches,  love,  pow’r,  his  paflions  then  we  own : 

Can  he  court  pow’r,  and  pant  not  for  renown  ? 

Fool,  wife,  good,  wicked — all  defire  a name  ; 

Than  him,  young  heroes  burn  not  more  for  fame. 
While  about  ways  of  heav’n  the  fchoolmen  jar, 

(The  church  re-echoing  to  the  wordy  war) 
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The  ways  of  earth,  he  (on  his  horfe  aftrlde) 

Can  with  big  words  conteft,  with  blows  decide  ; 

He  dares  fome  carrier,  charg’d  with  cumb’rous  load, 
Difputes,  difmounts,  and  boxes  for  the  road. 

Ye  hooting  boys.  Oh,  Well-play’d  parfon,  cry  ! 

Oh,  Well -play’d  parfon,  hooting  vales  reply  ! 

Winds  waft  it  to  Cathedral  Domes  around  ! 

Cathedral  Domes  from  inmoft  choirs  refound  ! 

The  man  has  many  meritorious  ways  : 

He’^ll  fmoak  his  pipe,  and  London’s  prelate  praife* 
His  public  pray’rs,  his  oaths  for  George  declare ; 

Yet  mental  refervation  may  forfwear ; 

For,  fafe  with  friends,  he  now,  in  loyal  ftealth, 

Hiccups,  and,  ftagg’ring,  cries* King  Jemmy^s 

health. 

God’s  word  he  preaches  now,  and  now  profanes  j 
Now  fwallows  camels,  and  at  gnats  now  ftrains. 

He  pities  men,  who,  in  unrighteous  days, 

Read,  or,  what’s  worfe,  write  poetry  and  plays. 

He  readeth  not  what  any  author  faith ; 

The  more  his  merit  in  implicit  faith. 

Thofe,  who  a jot  from  mother  church  recede, 

He  damns,  like  any  Athanalian  creed. 

He  rails  at  Hoadley  ; fo  can  zeal  polTefs  him, 

He’s  orthodox,  as  G-bf-n’s  felf — Godblefs  him. 

Satan,  whom  yet,  for  once,  he  pays  thankfgiving, 
Sweeps  off  th’  incumbent  now  of  fat-goofe  living. 
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He  fecks  his  patron’s  Lady,  finds  the  fair. 

And  for  her  int’refi:  firft  prefers  his  prayer— 

You  pofe  me  not  (faid  file)  tho’  hard  the  talk  ; 

Tho’  hulbands  feldom  give  what  wives  will  alk. 

My  deareedoes  not  yet  to  think  incline, 

How  oft  your  neft  you  feather,  prieft,  from  mine* 

This  pin-money,  tho’  Ihort,  has  not  betray’d ; 

Nor  jewels  pawn’d,  nor  tradefmen’s  bills  unpay’d  ; 
Mine  is  the  female,  falhionable  Ikill, 

To  win  my  wants,  by  cheating  at  quadrille. 

You  bid  me,  with  prim  look,  the  world  delude; 

Nor  fins  my  prieft  demurer  than  his  prude. 

Leaft  thinks  my  Lord,  you  plant  the  fecret  horn, 
That  yours  his  hopeful  heir,  fo  newly  born. 

’Tis  mine  to  teafe  him  firft  with  jealous  fears, 

And  thunder  all  my  virtue  in  his  ears : 

My  virtue  rules  unqueftion’d — Where’s  the  cue 
For  that  which  governs  him  to  govern  you  ? 

I gave  you  pow’r  the  family  complain ; 

I gave  you  love  ; but  all  your  love  is  gain. 

My  int’reft,  wealth— for  thefe  alone  you  burn ; 

With  thefe  you  leave  me,  and  with  thefe  return  : 
Then,  as  no  truant  wants  excufe  for  play, 

’Twas  duty — duty  call’d  you  far  away ; 

The  fick  to  vifit — fome  miles  off  to  preach : 

—You  come  not,  but  to  fuck  one  like  a leach. 

Thus  Lady-like,  fhe  wanders  from  the  cafe,  ^ 

Keeps  to  no  point,  but  runs  a wild-goofe  chafe* 
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She  talks,  ahJ  talks — to  ^im  her  words  are  wind  : 

For  fat-goofe  living  fills  alone  his  mind. 

He  leaves  her,  to  his  patron  warm  applies  : — 

But  parfdn,  mark  the  terms ! (his  patron  cries) 

Yon  door  you  held  for  me,  and  handmaid  Nell  : 

The  girl  now  fickens,  and  fhe  foon  will  fwell. 

My  fpoufe  has  yet  no  jealous,  odd  conje6lure  : 

Oh,  fhield  my  morning  reft  from  curtain -lefture  ; 
Parfon,  take  breeding  Nelly  quick  to  wife. 

And  fat-goofe  living  then  is  yours  for  life  ! 

Patron  and  fpoufe  thus  mutually  beguil’d, 

Patron  and  prleft  thus  own  each  other’s  child. 

Smock  fimony  agreed — Thus  Curate  rife  ; 

Tho’  neither  learii’d,  nor  witty,  good  nor  wife. 

Vicars  (poor  wights !)  for  loft  impropriation, 

Rue,  tho’  good  proteftants,  the  reformation. 

Prefer’d  from  Curate,  fee  our  foul’s  prote6tor 
No  murm’ring  vicar,  but  rejdicing  redtor ; 

Not  hir’d  by  laymen,  nor  by  laymen  fhown, 
Church-lands  now  theirs,  and  tithes  no  more  his  own! 

His  patron  can’t  revoke,  but  may  repent : 

To  bully  now,  notpleafe,  our  parfon’s  bent. 

When  from  dependence  freed  (fuch  prleftly  will !) 
Priefts  foon  treat  all,  but  firft  their  patrons,  ill. 

Veftries  he  rules — Ye  lawyers,  hither  draw  ! 

He  fnacks — His  people  deep  are  plung’d  in  law  ! 

Now  thefe  plague  thofe,  this  parifti  now  fues  that, 

For  burying,  or  maintaining  foundling  brat. 
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Now  with  churchwardens  cribs  the  rev’rend  thief, 

From  workhoufe-pittance,  and  colledlion  brief ; 

Nay,  facramental  alms  purloins  as  fure, 

And  ev’n  at  altars  thus  defrauds  the  poor. 

Poor  folks  he’ll  Ihun  ; but  pray  by  rich.  If  ill, 

And  watch,  and  watch — to  Aide  into  their  will ; 

Then  pop,  perchance,  in  confecrated  wine. 

What  fpeeds  the  foul,  he  fits  for  realms  divine. 

Why  cou’d  not  London  this  good  parfon  gain  ? 

Before  him  fepulchres  had  rent  in  twain. 

Then  had  he  learn ’d  with  fextons  to  invade. 

And  ftrip  with  facrilegious  hands  the  dead ; 

To  tear  off  rings,  e’er  yet  the  finger  rots ; 

To  part  ’em,  for  the  vefture-fhroud  caft  lots ; 

Had  made  dead  fkulls  for  coin  the  chymift’s  lhare, 

The  female  corpfe  the  furgeon’s  purchas’d  ware  ; 

And  peering  view’d,  when  for  difledion  laid, 

That  fecret  place,  which  love  has  facred  made. 

Grudge  heroes  not  your  heads  in  flills  inclos’d  ! 
Grudge  not,  ye  fair,  your  parts  ripp’d  up  expos’d ! 

As  ftrikes  the  choice  anatomy  our  eyes ; 

As  here  dead  fkulls  in  quick’ning  cordials  rife ; 

From  Egypt  thus  a rival  traffic  fp rings  : 

Her  vended  mummies  thus  were  once  herTdngs  ^ 

The  line  of  Ninus  now  in  drugs  is  roll’d. 

And  Ptolemy’s  himfelf  for  balfam  fold. 

Volumes  unread  his  library  compofe. 

Gay  fhine  their  gilded  backs  in  letter’d  rows,  Chc^  ^ 
H 4 Cheap 
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Cheap  he  collects — His  friends  the  dupes  are  known ; 
They  buy,  he  borrows,  and  each  book’s  his  own. 

Poor  neighbours  earn  his  ale,  but  earn  it  dear ; 

His  ale  he  trafficks  for  a nobler  cheer. 

For  mugs  of  ale  fome  poach — no  game  they  fpare ; 
Nor  pheafant,  partridge,  woodcock,  fnipe,  nor  hare. 
Some  plunder  fifhponds ; others  (ven’fon  thieves) 

The  foreft  ravage,  and  the  prieft  receives. 

Let  plenty  at  his  board  then  lacquey  ferve  ! 

No— tho’  with  plenty,  penury  will  llarve. 

He  deals  with  London  fiflimongers — His  books 
Swell  in  accompts  with  poult’rers  and  with  cooks. 

Wide,  and  more  wide,  his  fwelling  fortune  flows ; 
Narrower,  and  narrower  ftlll,  his  fpirit  grows. 

His  fervants  — Hard  has  fate  their  lot  decreed  : 

They  toil  like  horfes,  like  camelions  feed. 

Sunday,  no  fabbath,  is  in  labour  fpent. 

And  Chriftmas  renders  ’em  as  lean  as  Lent. 

Him  long,  nor  faithful  fervices  engage  ; 

See  ’em  difmifs’d  in  ficknefs  or  in  age  ! 

His  wife,  poor  Nelly,  leads  a life  of  dread ; 

Now  beat,  now  pinch’d  on  arms,  and  now  in  bread. 

If  decent  powder  deck  th’  adjufted  hair; 

If  modifh  filk,  for  once,  improve  her  air ; 

Her  with  pail  faults,  thus  (hocks  his  cruel  tone  ; 
(Faults,  tho’from  thence  herdow’ry,  now  his  own)— 
Thus  (hall  my  purfe  your  carnal  joys  procure, 

All  drefs  is  nothing,  but  a harlot’s  lure. 
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Sackcloth  alone  your  fin  fliou’d,  penanc’d  wear ; 
Your  locks,  uncomb’d,  with  afhes  fprinkled  flare. 
Spare  diet  thins  the  blood — if  more  you  crave, 

’Tis  mine,  my  viands,  and  your  foul  to  fave. 

Blood  mufl  be  drawn,  not  fwell’d — then  ftrip,  and  dread 
This  waving  horfewhip  circling  o’er  my  head  ! 

Be  yours  the  blubb’ring  lip,  and  whimp’ring  eye  ! 
Frequent  this  lafli  (hall  righteous  flripes  fupply. 

What,  fquall  you  ? Call  no  kindred  to  your  aid  ! 

You  wedded  when  no  widow,  yet  no  maid. 

Did  * law  Mofaic  now  in  force  remain. 

Say  to  what  father  durft  you  then  complain  ? 

What  had  your  virtue  witnefs’d  ? Well  I know. 

No  bridal  flieets  could  virgin  tokens  (hew ; 

Elders  had  fought,  but  mlfs’d  the  figning  red, 

And  law,  then  harlot,  flraight  had  flon’d  you  dead. 
Nor  former  vice  alone  her  pain  infures  ; 

Nelly,  for  prefent  virtue,  much  endures  ; 

For  lo,  (he  charms  fome  wealthy,  am’rous  ’fquire ! 
Her  fpoufe  would  let  her,  like  his  mare,  for  hire. 
^Twere  thus  no  fin,  (hou’d  love  her  limbs  employ  : 

Be  his  the  profit,  and  be  hers  the  joy  ! 

This,  when  her  chaftity,  or  pride  denies  ; 

His  words  reproach  her,  and  his  kicks  chaftife. 

At  length,  in  childbed,  (he,  with  broken  heart, 
Tips  off— poor  foul! — Let  her  in  peace  depart  1 

* For  a particular  account  of  this  law,  we  refer  to  Deutero- 
nomy, chap.  xxii.  ver,  13,  14,  15,  16,  17,  18,  19,  20,  21. 
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He  mourns  her  death,  who  did  her  life  deftroy ; 

He  weeps,  and  weeps — Oh,  how  he  weeps — for  joy  ! 
Then  cries,  with  feeming  grief,  Is  Nelly  dead  ? 

No  more  with  woman  creak  my  couch  or  bed  ! 

’Tis  true,  he  fpoufe  nor  doxy  more  enjoys ; 

Women  farewel ! He  lufts  not — but  for  boys. 

This  prieft,  ye  Clergy,  not  fiftitious  call ; 

Think  him  not  form’d  to  reprefen t ye  all. 

Should  fatire  quirks  of  vile  attornies  draw  ; 

Say,  wou’d  that  mean  to  ridicule  all  law  ? 

Defcribe  fome  murd’ring  quack  with  want  of  know- 
ledge, 

Wou'd  true  phyficians  cry — You  mean  the  college  ? 
Bleft  be  your  cloth  ! — But,  if  in  him,  ’tis  curft, 

’Tis  as  beft  things,  corrupted,  are  the  worft. 

But  left  with  keys  the  guiltlefs  Curl  defame, 

Be  publifti’d  here — Melchifedeck  his  name  ! 

Of  Oxford  too ; but  her  ftridl  terms  have  dropp’d 
him : 

And  Cambridge,  ad  eundem,  fttall  adopt  him. 

Of  Arts  now  Mafter  him  the  hood  confirms  ; 

’Scap’d  are  his  exercifes,  ’fcap’d  his  terms. 

See  the  degree  of  Do<ftor  next  excite! 

The  fcarf,  he  once  ufurp’d,  becomes  his  right. 

A Do6tor  ! cou’d  he  difputants  refute  ? 

Not  fo—lirft  compromis’d  was  the  difpute. 

At  fat-goofe  living  feldom  he  refides; 

A Curate  there,  fmall  pittance  well  provides. 
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See  him  at  London,  ftudioufly  profound, 

With  bags  of  gold,  not  books,  encompafs’d  roun ! 

He,  from  the  broker,  how  to  jobb  difcerns ; 

He,  from  the  fcriv’ner,  art  of  ufury  learns  ; 

How  to  let  int’refl:  run  on  int’reft  knows. 

And  how  to  draw  the  mortgage,  how  foreclofe  ; 
Tenants  and  boroughs  bought  with  monftrous  treafure, 
Eledions  turn  obedient  to  his  pleafure. 

Like  St-bb-ng,  let  him  country  mobs  fupport. 

And  then,  like  St-bb-ng,  crave  a grace  at  court ! 

He  fues,  he  teafes,  and  he  perfeveres  : 

Not  ^ blufhlefs  Henley  lefs  abafh’d  appears. 

His  impudence,  of  proof  in  ev’ry  trial, 

Kens  no  polite,  and  heeds  no  plain  denial. 

A fpy,  he  aims  by  others^  fall  to  rife ; 

Vile  as  Ifcariot  U — n,  betrays,  belies  ; 

And  fay,  what  better  recommends  than  this  ? 

Lo,  Codex  greets  him  with  a holy  kifs  ; 

Him  thus  inftrudls  in  controvcrfial  fluff ; 

Him,  who  ne’er  argu’d,  but  with  kick  and  cuff! 

My  Weekly  Mifcellany  be  your  lore ; 

Then  rife,  at  once,  the  champion  of  church -pow’r  I 
The  trick  of  jumbling  contradidlions  know; 

In  church  be  high,  in  politics  feem  low  : 

Seek  fome  antagonifl,  then  wound  his  name ; 

The  better  flill  his  life,  the  more  defame ; 

* The  v/ortby  Orator. 
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Quote  him  unfair  ; and,  in  expreffion  quaint, 

Force  him  to  father  meanings  never  meant ! 

Learn  but  mere  names,  reliftlefs  is  your  page  ; 

For  thefe  enchant  the  vulgar,  thofe  enrage. 

Name  Church,  that  myftic  fpell  fhall  mobs  commandt 
Let  Heretic  each  reasoning  Chriflian  brand ; 

Cry  Schifmatic,  let  men  of  confcience  fiirink  ! 

Cry  Infidel^  and  who  fhall  dare  to  think  ? 

Invoke  the  Civil  Pow’r,  not  Senfe,  for  aid ; 

Aflert,  not  argue ; menace,  not  perfuade  ; 

Shew  difcord  and  her  fiends  would  fave  the  nation ; 

But  her  call  Peace,  her  fiends  a Convocation  ! 

By  me,  and  Webfter,  finifh’d  thus  at  fchool, 

Lafl:  for  the  pulpit,  learn  this  golden  rule  ! 

Detach  the  fenfe,  and  pother  o’er  the  text. 

And  puzzle  firfl  yourfelf,  your  audience  next : 

Ne’er  let  your  dodrlne  ethic  truth  impart; 

Be  that  as  free  from  morals  as  your  heart  ! 

Say  faith,  without  one  virtue,  fhall  do  well ; 

But,  without  faith,  all  virtues  doom  to  hell ! 

What  is  this  faith  ? Not  what  (as  Scripture  fhows) 
Appeals  to  reafon,  when  'twou’d  truth  difclofe  ; 

This,  againfl  reafon,  dare  we  recommend; 

Faith  may  be  true  ; yet  not  on  truth  depend, 

^Tis  myilic  light — a light  which  fhall  conceal ; 

A Revelation,  which  fhall  not  reveal. 

If  faith  is  faith,  ’tis  orthodox — in  brief, 

Belief,  not  orthodox,  is  not  belief; 

And 
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And  who  has  not  belief,  pronounce  him  plain 
No  Chriftian — Codex  bids  you  this  maintain. 

Thus  with  much  wealth,  fome  jargon,  and  no 
grace, 

To  feat  epifcopal  our  Do£tor  trace ! 

Codex,  deceiving  the  fuperior  ear, 

Procures  the  Conge  (much  mifcall’d)  D’ElIre. 

(Let  this  the  force  of  our  fine  precept  tell. 

That  faith,  without  one  virtue,  (hall  do  well.) 

The  Dean  and  Chapter,  daring  not  t’  enquire, 

Ele6l  him — Why  to  fliun  a Premunire. 

Within,  without,  be  tidings  roll’d  around; 

Organs  within,  and  bells  without  refound. 

Lawn-fiecv’d,  and  mitred,  ftand  he  now  confeft : 

See  Codex  confecrate  ! — A folemn  jefi: ! «. 

The  wicked’s  pray’rs  prevail  not — pardon  me, 

Who,  for  your  Lordlhip’s  bleffing,  bend— no  knee.  , 
Like  other  priefts,  when  to  fmall  fees  you  fend  ’em,^. 
Let  ours  hold  fat-goofe  living  in  commendam  1 
An  officer,  who  ne’er  his  King  rever’d ; 

For  trait’rous  toafts,  and  cowardice  cafiiier’d  ; 

A broken  ’pothecary,  once  renown’d 

For  drugs,  that  poifon’d  half  the  country  round  ; 

From  whom  warm  girls,  if  pregnant  ere  they  marry. 
Take  phyfic,  and  for  honour’s  fake  mifearry  : 

A lawyer,  fam’d  for  length’ning  bills  of  coil. 

While  much  he  plagu’d  mankind,  his  clients  moll, 
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To  lick  up  ev’ry  neighbour’s  fortune  known, 

And  then  let  lux’ry  lick  up  all  his  own  ; 

A Cambridge  Soph,  who  once  for  wit  was  held 
Efteem’d  ; but  vicious,  and  for  vice  expell’d ; 

With  parts,  his  Lordlhip’s  lame  ones  to  fupport, 

In  well-tim’d  fermons  fit  to  cant  at  court ; 

Or  accurately  pen  (a  talent  better  !) 

His  Lordfhip’s  fenate-fpeech,  and  pafl’ral  letter : 
Thefe  four,  to  purify  from  finful  flains 
This  Bifhop  firft  abfolves,  and  then  ordains. 

His  chaplains  thefe  ? and  each  of  riling  knows 
Thofe  righteous  arts,  by  which  their  patron  rofe.  . 

See  him  Lord  Spiritual,  dead-voting  feated  ! 

He  foon  (tho’  ne’er  to  heav’n)  (hall  be  tranflated. 
Wou’d  now  the  mitre  circle  Rundle’s  creft  ? 

See  him,  with  Codex,  ready  to  proteft  ! 

Thus  holy,  holy,  holy  BiHiop  rife; 

Tho’  neither  learn’d,  nor  witty,  good,  nor  wife! 

Think  not  thefe  lays,  ye  Clergy,  would  abufe  ; 
Thus,  when  thefe  lays  commenc’d,  premis’d  the  mufe— 
All  priefts  are  not  the  fame,  be  underltood  I 
Priefts  are,  like  other  folks,  fome  bad,  fome  good. 
The  good  no  fandion  give  the  wicked’s  fame  ; 

Nor,  with  the  wicked,  lhare  the  good  in  lhame. 

Then  wife  free-thinkers  cry  not  fmartly  thus— 

Is  the  priell  work’d  ? — The  poet’s  one  of  us. 
Free-thinkers,  Bigots  are  alike  to  me  ; 

For  thefe  mifdeem  half-thinking,  thinking  free; 

Thofe, 
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Thofe,  fpeculative  without  fpeculatloa, 

Call  myft’ry  and  credulity  falvation. 

Let  U5  believe  with  reafon,  and  In  chief. 
Let  our  good  works  demonftrate  our  belief ; 
Faith,  without  virtue,  never  (hall  do  well ; 
And  never  virtue,  without  faith,  exceL 
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Of  refervoirs,  and  their  ufe;  of  draining  fens, 
and  building  bridges,  cutting  canals,  repairing  har. 
hours,  and  flopping  inundations,  making  rivers  na, 
vigable,  building  light-houfes ; of  agriculture,  gar, 
dening,  and  planting  for  the  noblefl  ufes ; of  com- 
roerce;  of  public  roads;  of  public  buildings,  viz., 
fquares,  flreets,  manfions,  palaces,  courts  of  juflice, 
fenate-houfes,  theatres,  hofpitals,  churches,  colleges, 
the  variety  of  worthies  produced  by  the  latter ; ol 
colonies.  The  flave  trade  cenfured,  &c. 
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Cj  re  at  Hope  of  Britain  ! — Here  the  Mufe  elTa)  s 
A theme,  which,  to  attempt  alone,  is  praife. 

Be  Her’s  a zeal  of  Public  Spirit  known  ! 

A princely  zeal  !-r^a  fpirit  all  your  own  ! 

Where  never  fcience  beam’d  a friendly  ray. 

Where  one  vaft  blank  ncgledled  Nature  lay  ; 

From  Public  Spirit  there,  by  arts  employ’d. 

Creation,  varying,  glads  the  cheerlefs  void. 

Hail  arts,  where  fafety,  treafure  and  delight. 

On  land,  on  wave,  in  wond’rous  works  unite  ! 

Thofe  wond’rous  works,  O Mufe,  fucceflive  r^ife. 

And  point  their  worth,  their  dignity  and  praife  ! 

What  tho’  no  ftreams,  magnificently  play’d. 

Rife  a proud  column,  fall  a grand  cafcade ; 

Thro’  nether  pipes,  which  nobler  ufe  renowns, 

Lo  ! dudVile  riv’letsvifit  diftant  towns  1 
Now  vanifti  fens,  whence  vapours  rife  no  more, 
Whofe  agueifli  influence  tainted  heav’n  before# 
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The  folid  iflhmus  finks  a wat’ry  fpace, 

And  wonders,  in  new  (late,  at  naval  grace. 

Where  the  flood,  deep’ning,  rolls,  or  wide  extends, 
From  road  to  road,  yon  arch,  conne6tive,  bends. 
Where  ports  were  choak’d  where  mounds,  in  vain^ 
arofe ; 

There  harbours  open,  and  there  breaches  clofe  ; 

To  keels,  obedient,  fpreads  each  liquid  plain. 

And  bulwark  moles  repel  the  boft’rous  main. 

When  the  funk  fun  no  homeward  fail  befriends, 

On  the  rock’s  brow  the  light^houfe  kind  afcends, 

And  from  the  flioaly,  o’er  the  gulfy  way, 

Points  to  the  pilot’s  eye  the  warning  ray. 

Count  ftill,  my  Mufe  (to  count  what  Mufe  can 
ceafe  ?) 

The  works  of  Public  Spirit,  freedom,  peace  ! 

By  the  mfliall  plants,  in  forefts,  reach  the  fkles ; 

Then  lofe  their  leafy  pride,  and  navies  rife  : 

(Navies,  which  to  invafive  foes  explain, 

Heav’n  throws  not  round  us  rocks  and  feas  in  vain,) 
The  fail  of  commerce  in  each  Iky  afpires, 

And  property  affures  what  toil  acquires. 

Who  digs  the  mine  or  quarry,  digs  with  glee  ; 

No  flave  ! — His  option  and  his  gain  are  free  : 

Him  the  fame  laws  the  fame  protedlion  yield, 

Who  plows  the  furrow,  as  who  owns  the  field. 

Unlike,  where  tyranny  the  rod  maintains 
O’er  turflefs,  leaflefs,  and  uncultur’d  plains, 
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tiere  herbs  of  food  and  phyfic  plenty  fhow’rs, 

Gives  fruits  to  blufh,  and  colours  various  flow’rs. 
Where  fands  or  ftony  wilds  once  ftarvM  the  year, 
Laughs  the  green  lawn,  and  nods  the  golden  ear. 
White  fliine  the  fleecy  race^  which  fate  fliall  doom 
The  feaft  of  life^  the  treafure  of  the  loom. 

Oh  plains  now  bare  (hall  gardens  wave  their  groves^ 
While  fettling  fongfters  woo  their  feather^  loves. 
Where  pathlefs  woods  no  grateful  openings  kneWj 
Walks  tempt  the  flep,  and  viftas  eoutt  the  view* 

See  the  parterre  confefs  expanlive  day  ; 

The  grot,  elulive  of  the  noon-tide  ray* 

Up  yon  green  flope  a length  of  terrace  lies, 

Whence  gradual  landfcapes  fade  in  diflant  (kies< 

Now  the  blue  lake  refle6ted  heav’n  difplays  ; 

Now  darkens^  regularly-wild,  the  maze. 

Urns,  obelilks,  fanes,  ftatues  intervene  ; 

Now  center,  now  commence  or  end  the  feene. 

Lo,  proud  alcoves  ! lo,  foft  fequefter’d  bowVs ! 
Retreats  of  focial,  or  of  ftudious  hours ! 

Rank  above  rank  here  (hapely  greens  afeend ; 

There  others  natively-grotefque  depend. 

The  rude,  the  delicate,  ira mingled  tell 
How  Art  wou’d  Nature,  Nature,  Art  excell  $ 

And  how,  while  thefe  their  rival  charms  impart. 

Art  brightens  Nature,  Nature  brightens  Art ; 

Thus  in  the  various,  yet  harmonious  fpage, 

Blend  order,  fymmetry,  and  force,  and  grace. 
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When  thefe  from  Public  Spirit  fmile,  we  fee 
Free -opening  gates,  and  bow’ry  pleafures  free 
For  fare  great  fouls  one  truth  can  never  mifs, 

Bllfs  not  communicated  is  not  blifs. 

Thus  Public  Spirit,  liberty  and  peace, 

Carve,  build,  and  plant,  and  give  the  land  increafe  j 
From  peafant  hands  imperial  works  arife, 

And  Britifli,  hence,  with  Roman  grandeur  vies ; 

Not  grandeur  that  in  pompous  whim  appears, 

That  levels  hills,  that  vales  to  mountains  rears ; 

That  alters  nature’s  regulated  grace, 

Meaning  to  deck,  but  deftin’d  to  deface. 

Tho’  no  proud  gates,  with  China’s  taught  to  vie, 
Magnificently  ufelefs,  ftrike  the  eye  ; 

(Ufelefs,  where  rocks  a furer  barrier  lend. 

Where  feas  incircle,  and  where  fleets  defend  ;) 

What  tho’  no  arch  of  triumph  is  aflign’d 
To  laurel’d  pride,  vvhofe  fword  has  thinn’d  mankind f 
Tho’  no  vafl:  wall  extends  from  coafl:  to  coafl. 

No  pyramid  afpires  fublimely  loft ; 

Yet  the  fafe  road  thro’  rocks  fliall  winding  tend, 

And  the  firm  caufeway  o’er  the  clays  afeend. 

Lo  ! ftately  ftreets,  lo  ! ample;  rquares  invite 
The  falutary  gale  that  breathes  delight. 

Lo  ! ftru6lures  mark  the  charitable  foil 
For  cafual  ill,  maim’d  valour,  feeble  toil 
Worn  out  with  care,  infirmity  and  age ; 

The  life  here  entering,  quitting  there  the  ftage  : 
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The  babe  of  lawlefs  birth,  doom’d  elfe  to  moan, 
To  flarve  or  bleed  for  errors  not  his  own  ! 

Let  the  frail  mother  ’fcape  the  fame  defil’d, 

If  from  the  murd’ring  mother  ’fcape  the  child  ! 
Oh,  guard  his  youth  from  fin’s  alluring  voice  ; 
From  deeds  of  dire  neceflity,  not  choice  ! 

His  grateful  hand,  thus  never  harmful  known, 
Shall  on  the  public  welfare  build  his  own. 

Thus  worthy  crafts,  which  low-born  life  divide, 
Give  towns  their  opulence,  and  courts  their  pride. 
Sacred  to  pleafure  ftrudures  rife  elate, 

' To  that  ftill  worthy  of  the  wife  and  great. 

Sacred  to  pleafure  then  (hall  piles  afcend  ? 

They  (hall — when  pleafure  and  inflrudion  blend. 
Let  theatres,  from  Public  Spirit  fhine  ! 

Such  theatres,  as,  Athens,  once  were  thine  ! 

See  ! the  gay  Mufe,  of  pointed  wit  pofTeft, 

Who  wakes  the  virtuous  laugh,  the  decent  jefl : 
What  tho’  fhe  mock,  file  mocks  with  honeft  aim, 
And  laughs  each  fav’rite  folly  into  fhame. 

With  lib’ral  light  the  tragic  charms  the  age ; 

In  folemn-training  robes  flie  fills  the  ftage; 

There  human  nature,  mark’d  in  diff’rent  lines, 
Alive  in  charader,  diflindly  fhines. 

Quick  paffions  change  alternate  on  her  face  ; 
Herdi6tlon  mufic,  as  her  adion  grace. 

Inftant  we  catch  her  tetroF^giving  cares, 
i Pathetic  figbs,  and  pity-moving  tears  ; 
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Inftant  we  catch  her  gen’rous  glow  of  foul, 

>Till  one  great  ftnking  moral  crowns  the  whole# 
Hence  in  warrfi  youth,  by  fcenes  of  virtue  taught, 
Honour  exalts,  and  love  expands  the  thought ; 

Hence  pity,  to  peculiar  grief  affign’d, 

Grows  wide  benevolence  to  all  mankind. 

Where  various  edifice  the  land  renowns, 

There  Public  Spirit  plans,  exalts,  and  crowns. 

She  cheers  the  manfion  with  the  fpacious  hall. 

Bids  painting  live  along  the  ftoried  wall ; 

Seated,  flie  fmiling  eyes  th’  unclofing  door. 

And  much  flie  welcomes  all,  but  moft  the  poor  f 
She  turns  the  pillar,  or  the  arch  Ihe  bends. 

The  choir  fhe  lengthens,  or  the  choir  extends; 

She  rears  the  tow’r,  whofe  height  the  heavens  admire . 
(She  rears,  (he  rounds,  (he  points  the  lefs’ning  fpirc ; 
At  her  command  the  college-roofs  afcend  ; 

For  Public  Spirit  ftill  is  learning’s  friend.) 

Stupendous  piles,  which  ufeful  pomp  compleats. 

Thus  rife  Religion’s,  and  thus  Learning’s  feats : 

There  moral  truth  and  holy  fcience  fpiing, 

And  give  the  fage  to  teach,  the  bard  to  ling. 

There  fome  draw  health  from  herbs  and  min’ral  velns^ 
Some  fearch  the  fyftems  of  the  heavenly  plains  ; 

Some  call  from  hifiory,  pad:  times  to  view. 

And  others  trace  old  laws,  and  (ketch  out  new  ; 
Thence  faving  rights  by  legifiators  plann’d. 

And  guardian  patriots  thence  infpire  the  land. 
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Now  grant,  ye  powVs,  one  great,  one  fond  defire. 
And,  granting,  bid  a new  Whitehall  afpire  ! 

Far  let  it  lead,  by  well-pleasM  Thames  furveyM, 
The  fwelling  arch,  and  fiately  colonnade ; 

Bid  courts  of  juftice,  fenate-chambers  join. 

Till  various  all  in  one  proud  work  combine ! 

But  now  be  all  the  gen’rous  Goddefs  feen. 

When  moft  diffus’d  flie  fhines,  and  moft  benign ! 

Ye  fons  of  mifery  attradl  her  view  ! 

Ye  fallow,  hollow-ey’d,  and  meagre  crew  ! 

Such  high  perfection  have  our  arts  attain’d. 

That  now  few  fons  o^  toil  our  arts  demand  ? 

Then  to  the  public,  to  itfelf,  we  fear, 

Ev’n  willing  induftry  grows  ufelefs  here. 

Are  we  too  populous  at  length  confefs’d, 

From  confluent  ftrangers  refug’d  and  redrefs’d  ? 

Has  war  fo  long  withdrawn  his  barb’rous  train. 

That  peace  o’erftocks  us  with  the  fons  of  men  ? 

So  long  has  plague  left  pure  the  ambient  air. 

That  want  muft  prey  on  thofe  difeafe  would  fpare  t 
Hence  beauteous  wretches  (beauty’s  foul  difgrace !) 
Tho’  born  the  pride,  the  fhame  of  human  race ; 

Fair  wretches  hence,  who  nightly  ftreets  annoy. 
Live  but  themfelves  and  others  to  deflroy. 

Hence  robbers  rife,  to  theft,  to  murder  prone, 

Firft  driv’n  by  want,  from  habit  defp’rate  grown ; 
Hence,  for  ow’d  trifles,  oft  our  jails  contain 
(Torn  from  mankind)  a miferable  train ; 
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Torn  from,  in  fplte  of  nature’s  tend’reft  cries, 
Parental,  filial,  and  connubial  ties : 

The  trader,  when  on  cv’ry  fide  diftreft, 

Hence  flics  to  what  expedient  frauds  fuggefl: ; 

To  prop  his  queflionM  credit’s  tott’ring  flate, 

Others  he  firfl:  involves  to  fhare  his  fate ; 

Then  for  mean  refuge  muft  felf-exil’d  roam, 

Never  to  hope  a friend,  or  find  a home. 

This  Public  Spirit  fees,  fhe  fees  and  feels  ? 

Her  breaft  the  throb,  her  eye  the  tear  reveals ; 

(The  patriot  throb  that  beats,  the  tear  that  flows 
For  others  welfare,  and  for  others  woes)— 

And  what  can  I (fhe  faid)  to  cure  their  grief  ? 

Shall  I or  point  out  death,  or  point  relief? 

Forth  flialhIJead  ’em  to  fome  happier  foil. 

To  conqueft  lead  ’em,  and  enrich  with  fpoli  ? 

Bid  ’em  convulfe  a world,  make  Nature  groan, 

And  fpill,  in  fhedding  others  blood,  their  own  ? 

No,  no — fuch  wars  do  thou.  Ambition,  wage  ! 

Go  fterilize  the  fertile  with  thy  rage  ! 

Whole  nations  to  depopulate  is  thine  ; 

To  people,  culture,  and  prote61,  be  mine  ! 

Then  range  the  world,  Difcov’ry  ’.  — Straight  he  goes 
O’erfeas,  o’er  Lybia’s  fands,  and  Zembla’s  fnows  ; 
He  fettles  where  kind  rays  till  now  have  fniil’d  , 
(Vain  fmile  !)  on  fome  luxuriant  houfelefs  wild. 

How  many  fons  of  want  might  here  enjoy 
What  Nature  gives  for  age  but  to  deftroy  ? 
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Blufli,  blufh,  O fun  (fhe  cries)  here  vainly  found, 
To  rife,  to  fet,  to  roll  the  feafons  round  ! 

Shall  heav’n  diftil  in  dews,  defccndin  rain, 

From  earth  guili  fountains,  rivers  flow — in  vain  ? 
There  fhall  the  watVy  lives  in  myriads  flray, 

And  be,  to  be  alone  each  other’s  prey  ? 

Unfought  fhall  here  the  teeming  quarries  own 
The  various  fpecies  of  mechanic  ftone  ? 

From  flru^ture  this,  from  fculpture  that  confine  ? 
Shall  rocks  forbid  the  latent  gem  to  fliine  ? 

Shall  mines  obedient,  aid  no  artifts  care, 

Nor  give  the  martial  fword  and  peaceful  fliare  i 
Ah  ! fliall  they  never  precious  ore  unfold, 

To  fmile  in  filver,  or  to  flame  in  gold  ? 

Shall  here  the  vegetable  world  alone, 

For  joys,  for  various  virtues,  refl  unknown  ? 

While  food  and  phyfic,  plants  and  herbs  fuppiy. 
Here  mufl  they  fhoot  alone  to  bloom  and  die  ? 

Shall  fruits,  which  none  but  brutal  eyes  furvey. 
Untouched  grow  ripe,  untafled  drop  away  ? 

Shall  here  th’  irrational,  the  favage  kind, 

Lord  it  o’er  flores  by  heav’n  for  man  defign’d. 
And  trample  what  mild  funs  benignly  raiie, 

While  man  muft  lofe  the  ufe,  and  heav’n  the  pralfe 
Shall  it  then  be  ? — Indignant  here  fhe  rofe, 
(Indignant,  yet  humane,  her  bofom  glows)  — 

No  1 By  each  honour’d  Grecian,  Roman  name, 

By  men  for  virtue  deify’d  by  fame, 
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Who  peopled  lands,  who  modePd  infant  ftate. 

And  then  bade  empire  be  maturely  great ; 

By  thefe  I fwear  (be  witnefs  earth  and  ikies !) 

Fair  Order  here  iliall  from  Confulion  rife. 

Rapt,  I a future  colony  furvey  ! 

Come  then,  ye  fons  of  Misery  ! come  away  ! 

Let  thofe,  whofe  forrows  from  negled  are  known, 
(Here  taught,  compell’d,  empower’d)  negledl  atone  } 
Let  thofe  enjoy,  who  never  merit  woes, 

In  youth  th’  induftrious  wiih,  in  age  repofe ! 

Allotted  acres  (no  reluctant  foil) 

Shall  prompt  their  induflry,  and  pay  their  toil. 

Let  families,  long  ftrangers  to  delight, 

Whom  wayward  fatedifpers’d,  by  me  unite; 

Here  live  enjoying  life ; fee  plenty,  peace  ; 

Their  lands  increaling  as  their  fons  increafe. 

As  nature  yet  is  found,  in  leafy  glades, 

To  intermix  the  walks  with  lights  and  lhades ; 

Or  as  with  good  and  ill,  in  chequer’d  flrife. 

Various  the  goddefs  colours  human  life  ; 

So,  in  this  fertile  clime,  if  yet  are  feen 
Moors,  marfhes,  cliffs,  by  turns  to  intervene ; 

Where  cliffs,  moors,  marfhes  defolate  the  view, 

Where  haunts  the  bittern,  and  where  fcreams  the 
mew ; 

Where  prowls  the  wolf,  where  roll’d  the  ferpent  lies, 
Shall  folemn  fanes  and  halls  of  juflice  rife, 
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And  towns  {hall  open  (all  of  ftrudure  fair  !) 

To  bright’ning  profpeds,  and  to  pureft  air; 
Frequented  ports,  and  vineyards  green  fucceed, 

And  flocks  increafing  whiten  all  the  mead. 

On  fcience,  fcience,  arts  on  arts  refine ; 

On  thefe,  from  high,  all  heav’n  fhall  fmiling  fhine, 
And  Public  Spirit  here  a people  fhow, 

Free,  numerous,  pleas’d,  and  bufy  all  below. 

Learn,  future  natives  of  this  promis’d  land. 

What  your  forefathers  ow’d  my  faving  hand  ! 

Learn,  when  Defpair  fuch  fudden  blifs  fliall  fee, 

Such  blifs  muft  fhine  from  Oglethorpe  or  me ! 

Do  you  the  neighboring  blamelefs  Indian  aid. 

Culture  what  he  neglefts,  not  his  invade ; 

Dare  not,  Oh  dare  not,  with  ambitious  view, 

Force  or  demand  fubjeffion  never  due. 

Let,  by  my  fpecious  name,  no  tyrants  rife, 

And  cry,  while  they  enflave,  they  civilize  ! 

Know,  Liberty  and  I are  Hill  the  fame. 

Congenial ! — ever  mingling  flame  with  flame  ! 

Why  muft  I Afric’s  fable  children  fee 
Vended  for  flaves,  tho’  form’d  by  nature  free, 

The  namelefs  tortures  cruel  minds  invent, 

Thofe  to  fubjeeft,  whom  nature  equal  meant  ? 

If  thefe  you  dare  (albeit  unjuft  fuccefs 
Empow’rs  you  now  unpunifti’d  to  opprefs) 

Revolving  empire  you  and  yours  may  doom, 

(Rome  all  fubdu’d,  yet  Vandals  vanquifli’d  Rome,) 

Yes, 


J4a  OF  PUBLIC  SPIRIT,  etc. 


Yes,  empire  may  revolve,  give  them  the  day, 

And  yoke  may  yoke,  and  blood  may  blood  repay. 
Thus  (ah  ! how  far  unequall’d  by  my  lays, 
Unlkiird  the  heart  to  melt  or  mind  to  raife,) 
Sublime,  benevolent,  deep,  fweetly-clear. 

Worthy  a Thomfon’s  Mufe,  a Frederick’s  ear, 
Thus  fpoke  the  Goddefs.  Thus  I faintly  tell 
In  what  lov’d  works  heav’n  gives  her  to  excel. 

But  who  her  fons,  that,  to  her  int’refl:  true, 
Converfant  lead  her  to  a prince  like  you  ? 

Thefe,  Sir,  falute  you  from  life’s  middle  flate, 
Rich  without  gold,  and  without  titles  great: 
Knowledge  of  books  and  men  exalts  their  thought, 
In  wit  accomplifh’d,  tho’  in  wiles  untaught, 
Carelefs  of  whifpers  meant  to  wound  their  name, 
Nor  fneer’d  nor  brib’d  from  virtue  into  ftiame  ; 

In  letters  elegant,  in  honour  bright, 

They  come,  they  catch,  and  they  reflecS  delight. 
Mixing  with  thefe  a few  of  rank  are  found, 

For  councils,  embaflies,  and  camps  renown’d. 
Vers’d  in  gay  life,  in  honeil  maxims  read. 

And  ever  warm  of  heart,  yet  cool  of  head. 

From  thefe  the  circling  glafs  gives  wit  to  fliine. 
The  bright  grow  brighter,  and  ev’n  courts  refine  ; 
From  thefe  fo  gifted,  candid,  and  upright, 
plows  knowledge,  foft’ning  into  eafe  polite. 

Happy  the  men,  who  fuch  a prince  can  pleafe  ! 
Happy  the  prince  rever’d  by  men  like  thefe  ! 


His 
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His  condefcenfions  dignity  difplay, 

Grave  with  the  wife,  and  with  the  witty  gay  ; 
p'or  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies, 

Which,  in  due  flatues,  to  his  fame  (hall  rifej 
Ever  fhall  Public  Spirit  beam  his  praife, 

And  the  Mufe  fwell  it  in  immortal  lay?. 
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SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 

T O 

MR.  JOHN  DYER,  A PAINTER, 

ADVISING  HIM  TO  DRAW  A CERTAIN 

NOBLE  AND  ILLUSTRIOUSPERSON; 

I OCCASIONED  BY  SEEING  HIS 

PICTURE  OF  THE  CELEBRATED  CLIO. 

F'oRGIVE  an  artlefs,  an  officious  friend, 

|l  Weak,  when  I judge,  but  willing  to  commend ; 

FalPn  as  I am,  by  no  kind  fortune  rais’d, 
i Deprefs’d,  obfcur’d,  unpity’d,  and  unprais’d ; 

Yet,  wffien  thefe  well-known  features  I perufe, 
i Some  warmth  aw^akes — fome  embers  of  a Mufe. 

Ye  Mufes,  Graces,  and  ye  Loves  appear  ! 

Your  Queen,  your  Venus,  and  your  Clio’s  here  ! 

In  fuch  pure  fires  her  rifing  thoughts  refine ! 
j;  Her  eyes  with  fuch  commanding  fweetnefs  fliine : 

Such  vivid  tinctures  fure  thro’  ether  glow. 

Stain  fummer  clouds,  or  gild  the  wat’ry  bow  : 
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If  life  Pygmalion’s  iv’ry  fav’rlte  fir’d, 

Sure  fome  enamour’d  God  this  draught  infpir’d  ! 

Or,  if  you  rafhly  caught  Promethean  flame, 

Shade  the  fweet  theft,  and  mar  the  beauteous  frame  ! 
Yet  if  thofe  cheering  lights  the  profpedl:  fly, 

Ah  ! — let  no  pleafing  view  the  lofs  fupply. 

Some  dreary  den,  fome  defart  wafl:e  prepare. 

Wild  as  my  thoughts,  or  dark  as  my  defpair. 

But  ftill,  my  friend,  flill  the  fweetobjed  flays, 

Still  flream  your  colours  rich  with  Clio’s  rays  ! 

Sure  at  each  kindling  touch  your  canvafs  glows ! 

Sure  the  full  form,  inflind  with  fpirit,  grows  ! 

Let  the  dull  artifl  puzzling  rules  explore. 

Dwell  on  the  face,  and  gaze  the  features  o’er  ; 

You  eye  the  foul— there  genuine  nature  find, 

You,  thro’  the  meaning  mufcles,  flrike  the  mind. 

Nor  can  one  view  fuch  boundlefs  pow’r  confine, 

All  Nature  opens  to  an  art  like  thine  ! 

Now  rural  fcenes  in  Ample  grandeur  rife  ! 

Vales,  hills,  lawns,  lakes,  and  viney^ards  feaft  our  eyes, 
Now  halcyon  Peace  a fmiling  afpedt  wears  ! 

Now  the  red  fcene  with  war  and  ruin  glares ! 

Here  Britain’s  fleets  o’er  Europe’s  feas  prefide  ! 

There  long-lofl  cities  rear  their  ancient  pride  ! 

You  from  the  grave  can  half  redeem  the  flain. 

And  bid  great  Julius  charm  the  world  again  : 

Mark  out  Pharfalia’s,  mark  out  Munda’s  fray, 

And  image  all  the  horrors  of  the  day. 
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But  if  new  glories  moft  our  warmth  excite  ; 

If  toils  untry’d  to  nobleil  alms  invite  ; 

Would  you  in  envy’d  pomp  unrivall’d  reign, 

Oh,  let  Horatius  grace  the  canvafs  plain  ! 

His  form  might  ev’n  idolatry  create, 

In  lineage,  titles,  wealth  and  worth  elate  ! 

Empires  to  him  might  virgin  honours  owe. 

From  him  arts,  arms,  and  laws  new  influence  know. 
For  him  kind  funs  on  fruits  and  grains  fliall  fliine, 
And  future  gold  lie  rip’ning  in  the  mine: 

For  him  fine  marble  in  the  quarry  lies. 

Which,  in  due  flatues,  to  his  fame  fliall  rife. 

Thro’  thofe  bright  features  C^far’s  fpirlt  trace,. 
Each  conquering  fweetnefs,  each  imperial  grace, 

All  that  is  foft  or  eminently  great, 

In  love,  in  war,  in  knowledge,  or  in  flate. 

Thus  fhall  your  colours,  like  his  worth  amaze  ! 
Thus  fliall  you  charm,  enrich’d  with  Clio’s  praife  ! 
Clear,  and  more  clear,  your  golden  genius  (hines, 
While  my  dim  lamp  of  life  obfcure  declines : 
Dull’d  in  damp  (hades  it  waftes,  unfeen,  away. 
While  yours,  triumphant,  glows  one  blaze  of  day. 
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VERSES 

SENT 

TO  AARON  HILL,  ESQ, 

WITH  THE 

TRAGEDY  OF  SIR  THOMAS  OVERBURY, 

EXPECTING  HIM  TO  CORRECT  IT. 


I. 

J^S  the  foul,  ftrlpt  of  mortal  clay, 

Grows  all  divinely  fair, 

And  boundlefs  roves  the  milky  way, 

And  views  fweet  profpeds  there, 

II. 

This  hero,  cloggM  with  droffy  lines, 

By  thee  new  vigour  tries ; 

As  thy  correding  hand  refines. 

Bright  fcenes  around  him  rife. 

III. 

Thy  touch  brings  the  w^ifh’d  ftone  to  pafs. 
So  fought,  fo  long  foretold  ; 

It  turns  polluted  lead,  or  brafs, 

At  once  to  purell  gold. 


PROLOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 

SPOKEN  AT  THE  REVIVAL  OP 

SHAKESPEARE’S  KING  HENRY  VI. 

A T *r  H E 

THEATRE -ROYAL  IN  DRURY- LANE. 

PRINTED  BEFORE  THE  PLAY,  FROM  A SPURIOUS  COPY, 

ryt 

J.  O-night  a patient  ear,  ye  Britons,  lend, 

And  to  your  great  forefathers’  deeds  attend. 

Here  cheaply  warn’d,  ye  bleft  defcendants,  view 
What  ills  on  England,  Civil  Difcord  drew. 

To  wound  the  heart,  the  martial  Mufe  prepares ; 
i While  the  red  fcene  with  raging  flaughter  glares. 

I Here,  while  a monarch’s  fuff’rings  we  relafe^ 

I Let  gen’rous  grief  his  ruin’d  grandeur  wait. 

I While  Second  Richard’s  blood  for  vengeance  calls, 

1 Doom’d  for  his  grandfire’s  guilt,  poor  Henry  falls. 

! In  civil  jars  avenging  judgment  blows, 

And  royal  wrongs  entail  a people’s  woes. 

^ Henry,  unvers’d  in  wiles,  more  good  than  great, 
Drew  on  by  meeknefs  his  difaftrous  fate. 

Thus  when  you  fee  this  land  by  fa6tion  toft, 

Her  nobles  (lain,  her  laws,  her  freedom  loft ; 
j Let  this  reflexion  from  the  aiStion  flow, 

I We  ne’er  from  foreign  foes  could  ruin  know. 

I Oh,  let  us  then  inteftine  difcord  fhun, 

I We  ne’er  can  be,  but  by  ourfelves,  undone. 
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THE 

ANIMALCULE. 

A TALE. 

OCCASIONED  BY 

HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE  OF  RUTLAND’S 

receiving  the  SMALL-rOX  BY  INOCULATION. 

I. 

In  Animalcules,  mufe,  difplay 

Spirits,  of  name  unknown  in  fong ! 

Reader,  a kind  attention  pay, 

Nor  think  an  ufeful  comment  long, 

II. 

Far  lefs  than  mites,  on  mites  they  prey ; 

Minuteft  things  may  fwarms  contain  : 

When  o’er  your  iv’ry  teeth  they  flray, 

Then  throb  your  little  nerves  with  pain. 

III. 

Fluids,  in  drops,  minutely  fwell ; 

Thefe  fubtil  beings  each  contains  ; 

In  the  fmall  fanguine  globes  they  dwell. 

Roll  from  the  heart,  and  trace  the  veins. 

IV.  Thro’ 
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IV. 

Thro’  ev’ry  tender  tube  they  rove, 

In  finer  fpirits  flrlke  the  brain  ; 

Wind  quick  thro’  ev’ry  fibrous  grove, 

And  feek,  thro’  pores,  the  heart  again. 

V. 

If  they  with  purer  drops  dilate, 

And  lodge  where  entity  began. 

They  actuate  with  a genial  heat, 

And  kindle  into  future  man. 

vr. 

But  when  our  lives  are  Nature’s  due, 

Air,  Teas,  nor  fire,  their  frames  diflblve; 

They  matter,  thro’ all  forms  purfue, 

And  oft  to  genial  heats  revolve. 

VII. 

Thus  once  an  Animalcule  prov’d. 

When  Man,  a patron  to  the  bays  ; 

This  patron  was  in  Greece  belov’d  ; 

Yet  fame  was  faithlefs  to  his  pralfc. 

VIII. 

In  Rome,  this  Animalcule  grew 

Maecenas,  whom  the  daffies  rate  ! 

Among  the  Gauls,  it  prov’d  Richlleu, 

In  learning,  pow’r,  and  bounty  great. 


IX,  In 


1^4 


POEMS  ON 


IX. 

In  Britain,  Halifax  it  rofe  ; 

(By  Halifax,  bloom’d  Congreve’s  ftrains) 
And  now  it  rediminifti’d  glows, 

To  glide  thro’  godlike  Rutland’s  veins. 

X. 

A plague  there  is,  too  many  know  ; 

Too  feldom  perfe6t  cures  befall  it : 

The  mufe  may  term  it  beauty’s  foe  ; 

In  phyfic,  the  Small -pox  we  call  it. 

XI. 

From  Turks  we  learn  this  plague  t’afluage, 
They,  by  admitting,  turn  its  courfe  : 
Their  kifs  will  tame  the  tumor’s  rage ; 

By  yielding,  they  o’ercome  the  force. 

XII. 

Thus  Rutland  did  Its  touch  invite, 

While,  watchful  in  the  ambient  air, 

This  little,  guardian,  fubtil  fpright 
Did  with  the  poifon  in  repair. 

XIII. 

Th’  infe6lion  from  the  heart  it  clears ; 

Th’  infe61:ion,  now  dilated  thin, 

In  pearly  pimples  but  appears, 

Expell’d  upon  the  fur  face  flun. 


XIV.  And 
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XIV. 

And  now,  it  mould’ring,  waftes  away : 

’Tis  gone  ! — doom’d  to  return  no  more ! 

Our  Animalcule  keeps  its  flay, 

And  mufi:  new  labyrinths  explore. 

XV. 

And  now  the  Noble’s  thoughts  are  feen. 
Unmark’d,  it  views  his  heart’s  defires ! 

It  now  refleds  what  it  has  been, 

And  rapt’rous,  at  his  change  admires ! 

XVL 

Its  priftine  virtues,  kept,  combine. 

To  be  again  in  Rutland  known ; 

But  they,  immers’d,  no  longer  fliine. 

Nor  equal,  nor  encreafe  his  own. 


TO 
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T o 

MRS.  ELIZA  HAYWOOD, 

ON  HER  NOVEL,  CALLED, 

THE  RASH  RESOLVE. 


Doom’d  to  a fate  which  damps  the  poet’s  flame* 
A mufe,  unfriended,  greets  thy  rifing  name  ! 
Unvers’d  in  envy’s,  or  in  flatt’ry’s  phrafe, 
Greatnefs  fhe  flies,  yet  merit  claims  her  praife  ; 

Nor  will  flie,  at  her  vvith’rlng  wreath,  repine. 

But  fmile,  if  fame  and  fortune  cherifli  thine. 

The  fciences  in  thy  fweet  genius  charm. 

And,  with  their  flrength,  thy  fex’s  foftnefs  arm. 

In  thy  full  figures,  painting’s  force  we  find, 

As  mufic  fires,  thy  language  lifts  the  mind. 

Thy  pow’r  gives  form,  and  touches  into  life 
The  paflions  imag’d  in  their  bleeding  ftrife  : 

Contra  fled  ftrokes,  true  art  and  fancy  fhovv. 

And  lights  and  (hades  in  lively  mixture  flow, 
rfope  attacks  Fear  and  Reafon,  Love’s  control, 
Je^oufy  wounds,  and  Friendfhip  heals  the  foul : 
Black  Falfliood  wears  bright  Gallantry’s  difgulfe, 
And  the  gilt  cloud  enchants  the  fair-one’s  eyes. 

Thy  dames,  in  grief  and  frailties  lovely  fhine, 

And  when  moft  mortal  half  appear  divine. 
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If,  when  fome  godlike,  fav’rite  pallion  fways, 

The  willing  heart  too  fatally  obeys, 

Great  minds  lament  what  cruel  cenfure  blames, 

And  ruin’d  Virtue  gen’rous  pity  claims. 

Eliza,  ftill  im paint  Love’s  pow’rful  Queen  ! 

Let  Love,  foft  Love  ! exalt  each  fwelling  fcene. 
Arm’d  with  keen  wit,  in  fame’s  wide  lifts  advance ! 
Spain  yields  in  fidion,  in  politenefs,  France. 

Such  orient  light,  as  the  firft  poets  knew, 

Flames  from  thy  thought,  and  brightens  cv’ry  view  ! 

A ftrong,  a glorious,  a luxuriant  fire, 

Which  warms  cold  wifdom  into  wild  defire  ! 

Thy  Fable  glows  fo  rich  thro’  ev’ry  page, 

What  moral’s  force  can  the  fierce  heat  alTuage  ? 

And  yet — but  fay,  if  ever  doom’d  to  prove 
The  fad,  the  dear  perplexities  of  love  ! 

Where  feeming  tranfport  foftens  ev’ry  pain, 

Where  fancy’d  freedom  waits  the  winning  chain  ! 
Varying  from  pangs  to  vifionary  joys, 

Sweet  is  the  fate,  and  charms  as  it  deftroys  ! 

Say  then — if  Love  to  fudden  rage  gives  way. 

Will  the  foft  paffion  not  refume  its  fway  ? ^ 

Charming  and  charm’d,  can  Love  from  Love  retire  ? 
Can  a cold  convent  quench  th’  unwilling  fire  ? 
Precept,  if  human,  may  our  thoughts  refine. 

More  we  admire  1 but  cannot  prove  divine. 
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A N 

APOLOGY  TO  BRILLANTE, 

FOR  HAVING 

LONG  OMITTED  V/RITING  IN  VERSE. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  A CERTAIN  MIMICOF  ANACREON, 

Cl  AN  I matchlers  charms  recite  ? 

Source  of  ever-fpringing  light ! 

Cou’d  I count  the  vernal  fiow’rs, 

Count  in  endlefs  time  the  hours  ; 

Count  the  countlefs  flars  above, 

Count  the  captive  hearts  of  Love  ; 

Paint  the  torture  of  his  fire, 

Paint  the  pangs  thofe  eyes  infpire  ! 

(Pleafing  torture,  thus  to  fliine. 

Purify ’d  by  fires  like  thine  !) 

Then  I’d  ftrlke  the  founding  firing  ! 

Then  I’d  thy  perfection  fing. 

Myftic  world  ! — Thou  fomething  more  ! 

Wonder  of  the  Almighty’s  flora  ! 

Nature’s  depths  we  oft  defcry, 

Oft  they’re  pierc’d  by  learning’s  eye ; 

Thou,  if  thought  on  thee  would  gain, 

Prov’fl  (like  heav’n)  enquiry  vain. 

Charms  unequall’d  we  purfue  ! 

Charms  in  fliining  throngs  we  view  ! 

Number’d  then  cou’d  nature’s  be. 

Nature’s  felf  were  poor  to  thee. 
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A N 

epistle 

T O 

MRS.  OLDFIELD, 

OF  THE 

THEATRE -ROYAL. 

"W  HILE  to  your  charms  unequal  verfe  I raife. 
Aw’d,  I admire,  and  tremble  as  I praife  : 

Here  art  and  Genius  new  refinement  need, 

Lift’nlng,  they  gaze,  and,  as  they  gaze,  recede ! 

Can  Art,  or  Genius,  or  their  pow’rs  combin’d, 

But  from  corporeal  organs  fketch  the  mind  ? 

When  found  embody’d  can  with  fhape  furprize. 

The  mufe  may  emulate  your  voice  and  eyes, 

Mark  rival  arts  perfedlion’s  point  purfue  ! 

Each  rivals  each,  but  to  excel  in  you ! 

The  bull:  and  medal  bear  the  meaning  face. 

And  the  proud  ftatue  adds  the  pofture’s  grace ! 

Imag’d  at  length,  the  bury’d  heroine,  known, 

Still  feems  to  wound,  to  fmile,  or  frown  in  ftone  ! 

As  art  wou’d  art,  or  metal  ftone  furpafs, 

Her  foul  ftrikes,  gleaming,  thro’  Corinthian  brafs  ! 
Serene,  the  faint  in  fmiling  filver  fhines, 

And  cherubs  weep  in  gold  o’er  fainted  ftirines ! 
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If  long-loH:  forms  from  Raphael’s  pencil  glow, 
Wond’rous  in  warmth  the  mimic  colours  flow  ! 

Each  look,  each  attitude,  new  grace  difplays ; 

Your  voice  and  motion  life  and  muflc  raife. 

Thus  Cleopatra  in  your  charms  refines ; 

She  lives,  file  fpeaks,  with  force  improv’d  flie  flunes  ! 
Fair,  and  more  fair,  you  ev’ry  grace  tranfmit ; 

Love,  learning,  beauty,  elegance,  and  wit. 

Casfar,  the  world’s  unrivall’d  mailer  fir’d, 

In  her  imperial  foul,  his  own  admir’d  ! 

Philippi’s  victor  wore  her  winning  chain, 
i\nd  felt  not  empire’s  lofs  in  beauty’s  gain. 

Coil’d  the  pale  heroes  your  bright  influence  know. 

Or  catch  the  filver  accents  as  they  flow, 

Drawn  from  dark  reft  by  ypur  enchanting  ftrain, 
Each  ihade  were  lur’d  to  life  and  love  again. 

Say,  fweet  infpirer  ! were  each  annal  known. 

What  fiving  greatnefs  fliines  there  not  your  own  ! 

If  the  griev’d  mufe  by  fome  lov’d  emprefs  rofe, 

New  ftrength,  new  grace  it  to  your  Influence  owes ! 
If  pow’r  by  war  diftingullh’d  height  reveals, 

Your  nobler  pride  the  wounds  of  fortune  heals ! 

Then  cou’d  an  empire’s  caufe  demand  your  care, 

The  foul,  that  juftly  thinks,  wou’d  greatly  dare. 

Long  has  feign’d  Venus  mock’d  the  mufe’s  praifc, 
You  dart,  divine  Ophelia  ! genuine  rays  ! 

Warm  thro’  thofe  eyes  enliv’ning  raptures  roll ! 

Sweet  thro’  each  ftrlking  feature  ftreams  your  foul ! 

The 
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The  foul’s  bright  meanings  heighten  beauty’s  fires  : 
Your  looks,  your  thoughts,  your  deeds,  each  grace 
infpires ! 

Know  then,  if  rank’d  with  monarchs,  here  you  ftand, 
What  fate  declines,  you  from  the  mufe  demand  ! 

Each  grace  that  fhone  of  old  in  each  fam’d  fair, 

Or  may  in  modern  dames  refinement  wear  ; 

Whate’er  juft,  emulative  thoughts  purfue, 

Is  all  confirm’d,  is  all  ador’d  in  you ! 

If  god-like  bofoms  pant  for  pow’r  to  blefs, 

If  his  a monarch’s  glory  to  redrefs ; 

In  confcious  majefty  you  fliine  ferene, 

In  thought  a heroine,  and  in  a£t  a queen* 
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VERSES, 

OCCASIONED  BY  READING 

M R.  A A R O N H I L L» S POEM, 

CALLED 

GIDEON. 

The  lines  marked  thus  ^ ’ are  taken  from  Gireon. 

I. 

I-/ET  other  poets  poorly  fing 
Their  flattMes  to  the  vulgar  great ! 

Her  airy  flight  let  vvandVing  Fancy  wing, 

And  rival  nature’s  mofl:  luxuriant  flore. 

To  fwell  fome  monfter’s  pride  who  fhames  a ftate, 

Or  form  a wreath  to  crown  tyrannic  pow’r  ! 

Thou,  who  inform’d’!!:  this  clay  with  aftive  fire  ! 

Do  thou,  Supreme  of  Pow’rs ! my  thoughts  refinc) 
And  with  thy  purefl;  heat  my  foul  infpire, 

That  with  Hlllarius’  worth  my  verfe  may  fiiine ! 

As  thy  lov’d  Gideon  once  fet  Ifrael  free, 

So  he  with  fweet,  feraphic  lays 
^ Redeems  the  ufe  of  captive  poetry,’^ 

Which  flril  was  form’d  tofpeak  thy  glorious  praife  I 
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/ II. 

Mofes,  with  an  enchanting  tongue. 

Pharaoh’s  juft  overthrow  fublimely  fiing  ! 

When  Saul  and  Jonathan  in  death  were  laid, 
Surviving  David  felt  the  foft’ning  fire  ! 

And  by  the  Great  Almighty’s  tuneful  aid, 

Wak’d  into  endlefs  life  his  mournful  lyre. 

Their  diff’rent  thoughts,  met  in  Hillarius’  fong. 

Roll  in  one  channel  more  divinely  ftrong  ! 

With  Pindar’s  fire  his  verfe’s  fpirit  flies, 

‘ Wafted  in  charmful  mufic  thro’  the  air  !' 

Unftop’d  by  clouds,  it  reaches  to  the  fkies, 

And  joins  with  angels’  hallelujahs  there, 

I Flows  mix’d,  and  fweetly  ftrikes  th’  Almighty’s  ear ! 

I III. 

I Rebels  fliould  blufh  when  they  his  Gideon  Cee ! 

] That  Gideon,  born  to  fet  his  country  free. 

O,  that  filch  heroes  in  each  age  might  rife, 
Bright’ning  thro’  vapours  like  the  morning-ftar, 

Gen’rous  in  triumph,  and  in  council  wife  I 
i Gentle  in  peace,  but  terrible  in  war  ! 

IV, 

When  Gideon,  Oreb,  Hyram,  Shimron,  fhine 
1'  Fierce  in  the  blaze  of  war  as  they  engage  ! 

[ Great  bard  ! What  energy,  but  thine, 

! Cou’d  reach  the  vaft  defcription  of  their  rage  ? 
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Or,  when  to  cruel  foes  betray’d, 

Sareph  and  Hama  call  for  aid, 

Loft  and  bewilder’d  in  defpair. 

How  piercing  are  the  haplefs  lover’s  cries  ? 

What  tender  ftrokes  in  melting  accents  rife  ? 

Oh,  what  a mafter-piece  of  pity’s  tbtre  ? 

Nor  goodly  Joafli  fliews  thy  fweetnefs  lefs, 
When,  like  kind  heav’n,  he  frees  ’em  from  diftrefs ! 

V. 

Hail  thou,  whofe  verfe,  a living  image  fhines. 
In  Gideon’s  eharader  your  own  you  drew  ! 

As  there  the  graceful  patriot  fliinesy 
We  in  that  image,  bright  Hillarius  view  f 

Let  the  low  crowd  who  love  unwholefome  fare, 
When  in  thy  words  the  breath  of  angels  flows,  ' 
Like  grofs-fed  fpirlts  lick  in  purer  air, 

Their  earthy  fouls  by  their  dull  tafte  difcloft  I 
Thy  dazzling  genius  fhines  too  bright ! 

And  they,  like  fpedlres,  fhiin  the  ftreams  of  light* 
But  while  in  (hades  of  ignorance  they  ftray. 
Round  thee  rays  of  knowledge  play, 

‘ And  (liew  thee  glitt’ring  in  abftradted  day.’ 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

BESSY,  COUNTESS  OF  ROCHFORD, 

DAUGHTER  OF  THE  LATE  EARL  RIVERS, 

WHEN  WITH  OHILB. 

J^S  when  the  fun  walks  forth  in  flaming  gold, 

Mean  plants  may  fmile,  and  humble  flow’rs  unfold, 

The  low-laid  lark  the  diflant  ether  wings, 

And,  as  flie  foars,  her  daring  anthem  lings  J 
So,  when  thy  charms  celeftial  views  create, 
j My  fmiling  fong  furmounts  my  gloomy  fate. 

I Thy  angel-embryo  prompts  ray  towVing  layB, 

I Claims  my  fond  wilh,  and  fires  my  future  praife; 

!|  May  it,  if  male,  its  grand  fire’s  image  wear ; 
i Or  in  its  mother’s  charms  confefs  the  fair ; 

; ^t  the  kind  birth  may  each  mild  planet  wait  ; 

1 Soft  be  the  pain,  but  prove  the  blefling  great. 

Hail  Rivers  ! hallow’d  lhade  ! defcend  from  reft  ! 

I Defcend  and  fmile,  to  fee  thy  Rochford  bleft : 

1 Weep  not  the  fcenes  thro’  which  my  life  muft  run, 
Tho’  fate,  fleet-footed,  fcents  thy  languid  fon. 

I The  bar  that,  dark’ning  crofs’d  my  crefted  claim, 

I yields  at  her  charms,  and  brightens  in  their  flame  : 

II  That  blood,  which,  honour’d,  in  thy  Rochford  reigns^ 
I In  cold,  unwilling  wand’rings  trac’d  my  veins. 

; L 3 Want’? 
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Want’s  wlnt’ry  realm  froze  hard  around  my  view  ; 
And  fcorn’s  keen  blafls  a cutting  anguifh  blew. 

To  fuch  fad  weight  my  gath’ring  griefs  were  wrought, 
Life  feem’d  not  life,  but  when  convuls’d  with  thought ! 
Decreed  beneath  a mother’s  frown  to  pine, 

Madnefs  were  eafe,  to  mis’ry  form’d  like  mine  ! 

Yet  my  mufe  waits  thee  thro’  the  realms  of  day, 
Where  lambent  lightnings  round  thy  temples  play. 
Sure  my  fierce  woes,  will,  like  thofe  fires,  refine, 
Thus  lofe  their  torture,  and  thus  glorious  fhine  ! 

And  now  the  mufe  heaven’s  milky  path  furveys. 
With  thee,  ’twixt  pendant  worlds,  it  wond’ring  ftrays, 
Worlds  which,  unnumber’d  as  thy  virtues,  roll 
Round  funs — fix’d,  radiant  emblems  of  thy  foul  ! 
Hence  lights  refra6l:ed  run  thro’  diftant  fkies. 
Changeful  on  azure  plains  in  c^uiv’ring  dyes ! 

So  thy  mind  darted  thro’  its  earthy  frame, 

A wide,  a various,  and  a glirt’rlng  flame. 

Now  a new  fcene  enormous  luflre  brings. 

Now  feraphs  (hade  thee  round  with  filver  wings ; 

In  angel-forms  thou  fee’d  thy  Rochford  fliine  ; 

In  each  fweet  form  is  trac’d  her  beauteous  line  ! 

Such  was  her  foul,  ere  this  felecded  mould 
Sprung  at  thy  wifh,  the  fparkllng  life  t’  infold  ! 

So  amidd  cherubs  fhone  her  fon  refin’d. 

Ere  infant-defli  the  new-form’d  foul  enflirin’d  ! 

So  fliall  a fequent  race  from  Rochford  rife. 

The  world’s  fair  pride — Defcendants  of  the  fkies. 
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TO  THE  EXCELLENT 


MIRANDA, 

CONSORT  OF  AARON  HILL,  ESQ^ 

ON  READING  HER  POEMS, 

Each  foft’nlng  charm  of  Clio’s  foilling  fong, 
Montague’s  foul,  which  flilnes  divinely  ftrong, 

Thefe  blfend,  with  graceful  eafe,  to  form  thy  rhime, 
Tender,  yet  chafte ; fw^eet-founding,  yet  fublime ; 
Wifdom  and  wit  have  made  thy  works  their  care, 
Each  paflion  glows,  refin’d  by  precept,  there : 

To  fair  Miranda’s  form  each  grace  is  kind  ; 

The  Mufes  and  the  Virtues  tune  thy  mind. 
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VERSES 

TO  A 

YOUNG  LADY. 

IP OLLY,  from  me,  tho*  now  a love-lick  youth, 
Nay,  tho’  a poet,  hear  the  voice  of  truth  ! 

Polly,  you’re  not  a beauty,  yet  you’re  pretty  ; 

So  grave,  yet  gay  ; fo  filly,  yet  fo  witty  ; 

A heart  of  foftnefs,  yet  a tongue  of  fatire ; 

You’ve  cruelty,  yet,  e’en  with  that,  good-nature  ; 
Now  you  are  free,  and  now  referv’d  awhile ; 

Now  a forc’d  frown  betrays  a willing  fmile. 
Reproach’d  for  ab fence,  yet  your  light  deny’d  ; 

My  tongue  you  lilence,  yet  my  lilence  chide. 

How  would  you  praife  me,  Ihou’d  your  fex  defame  ! 
Yet,  fhou’d  they  praife,  grow  jealous,  and  exclaim. 
If  I defpair,  with  fomc  kind  look  you  blefs ; 

But  if  I hope,  at  once  all  hope  fupprefs. 

You  fcorn  ; yet  lliou’d  my  paffion  change  or  fail. 
Too  late  you’d  whimper  out  a fofter  tale. 

You  love ; yet  from  your  lover’s  wifli  retire  ^ 

Doubt,  yet  difcern ; deny,  and  yet  dclire. 

Such,  Polly,  are  your  fex — part  truth,  part  ficlion, 
Some  thought,  much  whim,  and  all  a contradidion. 


THE 
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THE  * 

GENTLEMAN. 

ADDRESSED  TO 

JOHN  JOLIFFE,  ESQ^ 

A DECENT  mien,  an  elegance  of  drefs, 

Words,  which,  at  eafe,  each  winning  grace  exprefs  ; 
A life,  where  love,  by  wifdom  polifh’d,  Ihines, 

Where  wifdom’ s felf  again,  by  love,  refines ; 

Where  we  to  chance  for  friendfliip  never  truft, 

Nor  ever  dread  from  fudden  whim  difguft  ; 

The  focial  manners  and  the  heart  humane ; 

A nature  ever  great  and  never  vain  ; 

A wit,  that  no  licentious  pertnefs  knows  ; 

The  fenfe,  that  unafiTuming  candour  (hows : 

Reafon,  by  narrow  principles  uncheck’d, 

Slave  to  no  party,  bigot  to  no  fedl ; 

Knowledge  of  various  life,  of  learning  too ; 

Thence  tafie ; thence  truth,  which  will  from  tafte  enfue : 
Unwilling  cenfure,  tho’  a judgment  clear ; 

A fmile  indulgent,  and  that  fmile  fincere ; 

An  humble,  tho’  an  elevated  mind  ; 

A pride,  its  pleafure  but  to  ferve  mankind  : 

If  thefe  efteem  and  admiration  raife  j 
Give  true  delight,  and  gain  unflatt’ring  praife, 

In  one  wifli’d  view,  th’  accomplifli'd  man  we  fee  j 
Thefe  graces  all  are  thine,  and  thou  art  he. 

C H A R A C- 
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CHARACTER 

OF  THE 

REV,  JAMES  FOSTER. 

* * 'X-  X-  -it  * ^ * X-  ^ -X-  ^ 

X-  X-  X-  * X-  * -X-  X-  X-  X-  x-  * X-  * Xr  * * 

* X-  * Xr  * X-  * X-  ^ * x-  Xr  X:  * Xr  X- 

FROM  Codex  hear,  ye  ecclefiaftic  men, 

This  paft’ral  charge  to  W-bf-r,  St-bb-iig,  V — n ; 

Axttend  ye  emblems  of  your  P ’s  mind  ! 

Mark  Faith,  mark  Hope,  mark  Charity,  defin’d; 

On  terms,  whence  no  ideas  ye  can  draw. 

Pin  well  your  faith,  and  then  pronounce  it  law  ; 

Firil  wealth,  a crofier  next,  your  hope  enflame  ; 

And  next  church-power^ — a pow’r  o’er  confcience, 
claim ; 

In  modes  of  worfnip  right  of  choice  deny ; 

Say,  to  convert,  all  means  are  fair — add,  why  ? 

■’Tis  charitable — let  your  power  decree. 

That  Perfeciuion  then  is  Charity  ; 

Call  reafon  error  ; forms,  not  things,  difplay. 

Let  moral  dodlrine  to  abflrufe  give  way  ; 

Sink  demonfiration  ; myfPry  preach  alone ; 

Be  thus  Religion’s  friend,  and  thus  your  own. 

But  Fofierwell  this  honeft  truth  extends — 

Where  Myftery  bcgms,  Religion  ends. 


In 
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In  him,  great  modern  miracle  ! we  fee 
A priefi:,  from  avVice  and  ambition  free ; 

One,  whom  no  perfecuting  fpirit  fires  ; 

Whofe  heart  and  tongue  benevolence  infpires : 
Learn’d,  not  alTuming ; eloquent,  yet  plain  ; 

Meek,  tho’  not  timVous ; confcious,  tho*  not  vain ; 
Without  craft,  reverend  ; holy,  without  cant; 
Zealous  for  truth,  without  enthufiall:  rant. 

His  faith,  where  no  credulity  is  feen, 

’Twixt  infidel  and  bigot,  marks  the  mean ; 

His  hope,  no  mitre  militant  on  earth, 

’Tis  that  bright  crown  which  heav’n  referves  for  worth, 
A prieft,  in  charity  with  all  mankind, 

His  love  to  virtue,  not  to  fe6t  confin’d  : 

Truth  his  delight  5 from  him  it  flames  abroad, 

From  him,  who  fears  no  being,  but  his  God : 

In  him  from  chrilHan,  moral  light  can  fliine ; 

Not  mad  with  myll’ry,  but  a found  divine  ; 

He  wins  the  wife  and  good,  with  reafon’s  lore ; 

Then  ftrikes  their  paffions  with  pathetic  pow’r ; 

Where  vice  ere6ts  her  head,  rebukes  the  page  ; 

Mix’d  with  rebuke,  perfuafive  charms  engage ; 
Charms,  which  the  unthinking  mull;  to  thought  excite ; 
Lo  ! vice  lefs  vicious,  virtue  more  upright ; 

Him  copy.  Codex,  that  the  good  and  wife, 

Who  fo  abhor  thy  heart,  and  head  defpife, 

May  fee  thee  now,  tho’  late,  redeem  thy  name, 

And  glorify  what  elfe  is  damn’d  to  fame. 


But 
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But  fliould  fome  churchman,  apeing  wit  feverc, 
The  poet’s  fure  turn’d  BaptUl — fay,  and  fneer; 
Shame  on  that  narrow  mind  fo  often  known. 

Which  in  one  mode  of  faith  owns  worth  alone. 
Sneer  on,  rail,  wrangle  ! nought  this  truth  repels— 
Virtue  is  virtue,  wherefoe’er  fhe  dwells  ; 

And  fure,  where  learning  gives  her  light  to  fhine, 
Hers  is  all  praife — if  hers,  ’tis,  Fofter,  thine. 

Thee  boaft  diffenters ; we  with  pride  may  own 
Our  Tillotfon  ; and  Rome  her  Fenelon 


* In  this  character  of  the  Rev.  James  Fofter,  truth  guided 
the  pen  of  the  mufe.  Mr,  Pope  paid  a tribute  to  the  modeft: 
worth  of  this  excellent  man  : little  did  he  imagine  his  Rev, 
Annotator  would  endeavour  to  convert  his  praife  Into  abufe. 
The  character  and  writings  of  Fofter  will  be  admired  and  read, 
when  the  w<^ks  of  the  bitter  Controyerfjalift  are  forgotten. 

E, 
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THE 

POET’S  DEPEN  DANCE 

O N A 

STATESMAN. 

Some  feem  to  hint,  and  others  proof  will  bring. 
That,  from  negledl,  my  numVous  hardhiips  fpring. 
Seek  the  great  man  ! they  cry — his  then  decreed, 

In  him  if  I court  fortune,  I fucceed. 

What  friends  to  fecond  ? who  for  me  fliould  fue. 
Have  intVefls,  partial  to  themfelves,  in  view. 

They  own  my  matchlefs  fate  compaffion  draws ; 

They  all  wifh  well,  lament,  but  drop  my  caufe. 

There  are  who  afk  no  penfion,  want  no  place, 

No  title  wifli,  and  w^ould  accept  no  grace. 

Can  I entreat,  they  fliould  for  me  obtain 
The  leafl,  who  greatefl  for  themfelves  difdain  ? 

A flatefman,  knowing  this,  unkind,  will  cry, 

Thofe  love  him  : let  thofe  ferve  him  ! — why  Ihou’d  I ^ 
Say,  fliall  I turn  where  lucre  points  my  views ; 

At  firfl  defert  my  friends,  at  length  abufe  ? 

But,  on  lefs  terms,  in  promife  he  complies  : 

Years  bury  years,  and  hopes  on  hopes  arife ; 

I truft,  am  trufted  on  my  fairy  gain  ; 

And  woes  on  woes  attend,  an  endlefs  train. 

Be 
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Be  ports  dlfposM  at  will ! — I have,  for  thefe, 

No  gold  to  plead,  no  impudence  to  teafe. 

All  fecret  fervice  from  my  foul  I hate ; 

All  dark  intrigues  of  pleafure,  or  of  rtate ; 

I have  no  pow’r,  ele6tion- votes  to  gain  ; 

No  will  to  hackney  out  polemic  ftraiii  ; 

To  fliape,  as  time  fhall  ferve,  my  verfe,  or  profc. 

To  flatter  thence,  nor  flur  a courtier’s  foes ; 

Nor  him  to  daub  with  pralfe,  if  I prevail ; 

Nor  Ihock’d  by  him,  with  libels  to  aflall. 

Where  thefe  are  not,  what  claim  to  me  belongs  ? 
Tho’  mine  the  mufe  and  virtue,  birth  and  wrongs. 

Where  lives  the  ftatefman,  fo  in  honour  clear. 

To  give  where  he  has  nought  to  hope,  nor  fear  ? 

No  ! — there  to  feek,  is  but  to  find  frefh  pain  : 

The  promife  broke,  renew’d,  and  broke  again ; 

To  be,  as  humour  deigns,  receiv’d,  refus’d ; 

By  turns  affronted,  and  by  turns  amus’d ; 

To  lofe  that  time,  which  worthier  thoughts  require; 
To  lofe  the  health,  which  fhou’d  thofe  thoughts  infpire ; 
To  ftarve  on  hope ; or,  like  camelions,  fare 
On  minlrterlal  faith,  which  means  but  air. 

But  rtill,  undrooping,  I the  crew  dlfdaln, 

Who,  or  by  jobs,  or  libels,  wealth  obtain. 

Ne’er  let  me  be,  thro’  thofe,  from  want  exempt ; 

In  one  man’s  favour,  in  the  world’s  contempt ; 

Worfe  in  my  own  ! — thro’  thofe,  to  ports  who  rife, 
Themfelves,  in  fecret,  muft  themfelves  defpife  ; 

Vile, 
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Vile,  and  more  vile,  till  they,  at  length,  difclaim 
Not  fen fe  alone  of  glory,  but  of  fliame. 

What  tho’  I hourly  fee  the  fervile  herd. 

For  meannefs  honour’d,  and  for  guilt  prefer’d ; 

See  felfifli  paffion,  public  virtue  feem  ; 

And  public  virtue  an  enthufiaft  dream  ; 

See  favour’d  falihood,  innocence  belied, 

Meeknefs  deprefs’d,  and  pow’r-elated  pride ; 

A fcene  will  ihew,  all-righteous  vifion  hafte  ! 

The  meek  exalted,  and  the  proud  debas’d  ! — 

Oh,  to  be  there  ! — to  tread  that  friendly  fhore, 
Where  falfliood,  pride,  and  ftatefmen  are  no  more  ! 

But  ere  indulg’d — ere  fate  my  breath  fliall  claim, 
A poet  flill  is  anxious  after  fame. 

What  future  fame  would  my  ambition  crave  ? 

This  were  my  wilh,  cou’d  ought  my  memVy  fave. 
Say,  when  in  death  my  forrows  lie  repos’d, 

That  my  pail  life,  no  venal  view  difclos’d  ; 

Say,  I well  knew,  while  in  a hate  obfeure. 

Without  the  being  bafe,  the  being  poor  ; 

Say  I had  parts,  too  mod’rate  to  tranfeend ; 

Yet  fenfe  to  mean,  and  virtue  not  t’  offend  ; 

My  heart  fupplying  what  ray  head  denied. 

Say  that,  by  Pope,  eheem’d  I liv’d  and  died ; 

Whofe  writings  the  beft  rules  to  write  could  give  ; 
Whofe  life  the  nobler  fcience  how  to  live. 


AN 
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A N 

EPISTLE 

T O 

DAMON  AND  DELIA. 

EARj  Damon,  Delia  hear,  m candid  lays, 

Truth  without  anger,  without  flatt’ry,  praife  ! 

A bookilh  mind,  with  pedantry  unfraught, 

Oft  a fedate  yet  never  gloomy  thought : 

Prompt  to  rejoice  when  others  pleafure  know. 

And  prompt  to  feel  the  pang  for  others  woe ; 

To  foften  faults,  to  which  a foe  is  prone, 

And,  in  a friend’s  perfedlion,  praife  your  own  : 

A will  fincere,  unknown  to  felfifh  views  j 
A heart  of  love,  of  gallantry  a mufe ; 

A delicate,  yet  not  a jealous  mind  ; 

A pafiion  ever  fond,  yet  never  blind. 

Glowing,  with  am’rous,  yet  with  guiklefs  fires, 

In  ever-eager,  never  grofs  defires ; 

A modcft  honour,  facred  to  contain 
From  tattling  vanity,  when  fmiles  you  gain  ; 
Conftant  moft  pleas’d  when  beauty  mofl:  you  pleafe  : 
Damon  ! your  picture’s  fiiowm  in  tints  like  thefe. 

Say,  Delia,  mull  I chide  you  or  commend  ? 

Say,  muft  I be  your  flatt’rer  or  your  friend? 


To 
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To  praife  no  graces  in  a rival  fair, 

Nor  your  own  foibles  in  a lifter  fpare  ; 

Each  lover’s  billet,  bant’ring  to  reveal. 

And  never  known  one  fecret  to  conceal ; 
j Young,  fickle,  fair,  a levity  inborn, 

' To  treat  all  fighing  Haves  with  flippant  fcorn  ; 

, An  eye,  expreffive  of  a wand’ring  mind  ; 
i Nor  this  to  read,  nor  that  to  think  inclin’d  ; 

Or,  when  a book  or  thought  from  whim  retards, 
Intent  on  fongs  or  novels,  drefs  or  cards  ; 

I Choice  to  fele6t  the  party  of  delight, 

I To  kill  time,  thought,  and  fame  in  frolic  flight; 

To  flutter  here,  to  flurry  there  on  wing; 

To  talk,  to  teafe,  to  fimper,  or  to  ling ; 

1 To  prude  it,  to  coquet  it — him  to  truft, 

Whofe  vain,  loofe  life,  ftiou’d  caution  or  difguft ; 
Him  to  diflike,  whofe  modeft  worth  Ihou’d  pleafe.— 
! Say,  is  your  pidlure  Ihown  in  tints  like  thefe  ? 
Yours — you  deny  it — Hear  the  point  then  tried. 
Let  judgment,  truth,  the  mufe,  and  love  decide. 
What  yours ! — Nay,  faireft  trifler,  frown  not  fo : 
i Is  it  ? the  mufe  with  doubt — Love  anfwers  no  : 
You  fmile — Is’t  not  ? Again  the  queftion  try  !— 
Yes,  judgment  thinks,  and  truth  will  yes,  reply. 


M 
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T O 

MISS  M . . . H . . . , 

SENT  WITH 

MR.  POPE’S  WORKS. 

See  female  vice  and  female  folly  here, 

Rallied  with  wit  polite,  or  lafh  fevere  : 

Let  Pope  prefent  fuch  objects  to  our  view ; 

Such  are,  my  fair,  the  full  reverfe  of  you. 
Raptwhen,  to  Loddon’s  llream  *from  Windfor’sfhadc^’ 
Pie  lings  the  modeft  charms  of  fylvan  maids ; 

Lear  Burford’s  hills  in  mem’ry’s  eye  appear. 

And  LuddaPs  fpring  f ftill  murmurs  in  my  ear  : 

But  when  you  ceafe  to  blefs  my  longing  eyes, 

Dumb  is  the  fpring,  the  joylefs  profpe6t  dies : 

Come  then,  my  charmer,  come ! here  tranfport  reigns  ! 
New  health,  new  youth  infpirits  all  my  veins.. 

Each  hour  let  intercourfe  of  hearts  employ, 

'Phou  life  of  lovelinefs  1 thou  foul  of  joy  ! 

Love  wakes  the  birds — Oh,  hear  each  melting  lay  ! 
Love  warms  the  world — come,  charmer,  come  away  ! 
But  hark  ! — immortal  Pope  refumes  the  lyre  ! 

Diviner  airs,  diviner  flights,  infpire  : 

Hark  where  an  angel’s  language  tunes  the  line  ! 

See  where  the  thoughts  and  looks  of  angels  fliine  ! 
Here  he  pour’d  all  the  mufic  of  your  tongue, 

And  all  your  looks  and  thoughts,  unconfcious  fung. 

* Alluding  to  the  beautiful  Epifode  of  Loddona  in  Windfor 
FeretL  p A fpring  near  Burfurd. 


SEVERAL  OCCASIONS.  179 


ON  THE 


RECOVERY  OF  A 


i L A D Y OF  Q^U  A L I T Y 

■ FROM  THE  SMALL-POX. 


ONG  a lov’d  fair  had  blefs’d  herconfort’s  fight, 
I With  amVous  pride,  and  undifiurb’d  delight ; 

Till  Death  grown  envious,  with  repugnant  aim, 

) Frown’d  at  their  joys,  and  urg’d  a tyrant’s  claim, 
li  He  fummons  each  difeafe ! — the  noxious  crew, 
j Writhing,  in  dire  difiortions,  firike  his  view  ; 

' From  various  plagues,  which  various  natures  know, 
ji  Forth  rufties  beauty’s  fear’d,  and  fervent  foe. 

Fierce  to  the  fair,  the  miffile  mifchief  flies, 

; The  fanguine  flreams  in  raging  ferments  rife  ! 

; It  drives,  ignipotent,  thro’  ev’ry  vein, 

Hangs  on  the  heart,  and  burns  around  the  brain  ! 
Now  a chill  damp  the  charmer’s  luflre  dims  ! 

Sad  o’er  her  eyes  the  livid  languor  fwims ! 

Her  eyes,  that  with  a glance  could  joy  infpire. 

Like  fetting  flars,  fcarce  flioot  a glimm’ring  fire. 

Here  flands  her  confort,  fore,  with  anguifh  preft, 
Grief  in  his  eye,  and  terror  in  his  breaft. 

The  Paphian  graces,  fmit  with  anxious  care, 

In  filent  forrow  weep  the  waining  fair. 
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Eight  funs,  fucceffive,  roll  their  fire  zmy, 

And  eight  flow  nights  fee  their  deep  fliades  decay. 
While  thefe  revolve,  tho’  mute  each  mufe  appears, 
Each  fpeaking  eye  drops  eloquence  in  tears. 

On  the  ninth  noon,  great  Phoebus,  lift’ning,  bends  ! 
On  the  ninth  noon,  each  voice  in  pray’r  afcends  !•— 
Great  God  of  light,  of  fong,  and  phyfic’s  art, 
Rcflore  the  languid  fair,  new  foul  impart  ! 

Her  beauty,  wit,  and  virtue,  claim  thy  care, 

And  thy  own  bounty’s  almoft  rival’d  there. 

Each  paus’d.  The  God  aflents.  Would  Death  ad* 
vance  ? 

Phoebus,  unfeen,  arrefts  the  threat’ning  lance  ! 

Down  from  his  orb  a vivid  influ’nce  ftreams, 

And  quick’ning  earth  imbibes  falubrious  beams ; 

Each  balmy  plant,  encreafe  of  virtue  knows, 

And  art,  infpir’d,  with  all  her  patron  glows. 

The  charmer’s  opening  eye,  kind  hope,  reveals, 

Kind  hope,  her  cotrfort’s  breaft  enliv’ning  feels, 

Each  grace  revives,  each  mufe  refumes  the  lyre, 

Each  beauty  brightens  with  re-lumin’d  fire. 

As  Health’s  aufpicious  pow’rs,  gay  life  difplay. 

Death,  fullen  at  the  fight,  ftalks  flow  away. 
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THE 

FRIEND. 

A N 

Epistle 

T O 

AARON  HILL,  ESQ* 

o MY  lov’d  Hill,  O thou  by  heav’n  deliga’d 
To  charm,  to  mend,  and  to  adorn  mankind ! 

To  thee  my  hopes,  fears,  joys,  and  forrows  tend. 
Thou  brother,  father,  nearer  yet ! — thou  friend  ! 

If  worldly  friendfhips  of  cement,  divide, 

As  Interefts  vary,  or  as  whims  prclide ; 

If  leagues  of  lux’ry  borrow  friendfhip’s  light, 

Or  leagues  fubverlive  of  all  focial  right : 

O fay,  my  Hill,  in  what  propitious  fphere. 

Gain  wc  the  friend,  pure,  knowing,  and  fincere  ? 

’Tis  where  the  worthy  and  the  wife  retire ; 

There  wealth  may  learn  its  ufe,  may  love  infpire ; 
There  may  young  worth  the  nobleft  end  obtain. 

In  want  may  friends,  in  friends  may  knowledge  gain  ; 
In  knowledge  blifs ; for  wifdom  virtue  finds, 

And  brightens  mortal  to  immortal  minds. 

Kind  then,  my  wrongs,  if  love,  like  yours,  Succeed  ! 
For  you,  like  virtue,  are  a friend  indeed. 
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Oft  when  you  faw  my  youth  wild  error  Icnow, 
Reproof,  foft-hinted,  taught  the  blufli  to  glow; 
Young  and  unform’d,  you  firfl  my  genius  rais’d, 
Juft  fmil’d  when  faulty,  and  when  mod’rate  prais’d. 
Me  fhun’d,  me  ruin’d,  fuch  a mother’s  rage  ! 

Yo\i  fung,  till  pity  wept  o’er  ev’ry  page. 

You  call’d  my  lays  and  wrongs  to  early  fame  ; 

Yet,  yet,  th’  obdurate  mother  felt  no  fliame. 
Pierc’d  as  I was ! your  counfel  foften’d  care, 

To  eafe  turn’d  anguifli,  and  to  hope  defpair. 

The  man  who  never  wound  afflidive  feels, 

He  never  felt  the  balmy  worth  that  heals. 
Welcome  the  wound,  when  bleft  with  fuch  relief! 
For  deep  is  felt  the  friend,  when  felt  in  grief. 

From  you  ftiall  never,  but  with  life,  remove 
Afpiring  genius,  condefcending  love. 

When  fome,  with  cold,  fuperior  looks,  redrefs, 
Relief  feems  infult,  and  confirms  difirefs  ; 

You,  when  you  view  the  man  with  wrongs  befieg’d, 
While  warm  you  a6t  th’  obliger,  feern  th’  oblig’d. 
All-winning  mild  to  each  of  lowly  fiate  ; 

To  equals  free,  unfcrvilc  to  the  great ; 

Greatnefs  you  honour,  when  by  u^orth  acquir’d  ; 
Worth  is  bv  worth  in  ev’ry  rank  admir’d. 

Greatnefs  you  fcorn,  when  titles  infult  fpeak  ; 

Proud  to  vain  pride,  to  honour’d  meeknefs  meek. 
That  worthlefs  blifs,  w'hlch  others  court,  you  fly; 
That  worthy  woe,  they  fiiun,  attrads  your  eye. 
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But  lliall  the  mufe  refound  alone  your  praife  ? 

No — let  the  public  friend  exalt  her  lays ! 

O trace  that  friend  with  me! — he’s  yours! — he’s 
mine  !— 

The  world’s  ! — beneficent  behold  him  fliine ! 

Is  wealth  his  fphere  ? If  riches,  like  a tide, 

From  either  India  pour  their  golden  pride  ; 

Rich  in  good  works,  him  other  wants  employ  ; 

He  gives  the  widow’s  heart  to  fing  for  joy. 

To  orphans,  prifoners,  fhall  his  bounty  flow  ; 

The  weeping  family  of  want  and  woe. 

Is  knowledge  his  ? Benevolently  great, 

In  leifure  active,  and  in  care  fedate ; 

What  aid,  his  little  wealth,  perchance,  denies, 

In  each  hard  inflance,  his  advice  fupplies. 

With  modefl:  truth  he  fets  thewand’ring  right, 

And  gives  religion  pure,  primeval  light ; 

In  love  diffuflve,  as  in  light  refin’d, 

The  lib’ral  emblem  of  his  Maker’s  mind. 

Is  pow’r  his  orb  ? He  then,  like  pow’r  divine, 

On  all,  tho’jtvith  a varied  ray,  will  fhine. 

Ere  pow’r  was  his,  the  man,  he  once  carefs’d, 

Meets  the  fame  faithful  fmile,  and  mutual  breafl: ; 

But  afks  his  friend  fome  dignity  of  flate ; 

His  friend,  unequal  to  th’  incumbent  weight  ? 

Aiks  it  a ftranger,  one  whom  parts  infpire 
With  all  a people’s  welfare  would  require  ? 
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His  choice  admits  no  paufe ; his  gift  will  prove. 

All  private,  well  abforb’d  in  public  love. 

He  fhields  his  country,  when  for  aid  fhe  calls  ; 

Or  fliou’d  (he  fall,  with  her  he  greatly  falls : 

But,  as  proud  Rome,  with  guilty  conqueft  crown'd. 
Spread  flav’ry,  death,  and  defolation  round, 

Shou’d  e’er  his  country,  for  dominion’s  prize, 

Againf:  the  fons  of  men  a faction  rife, 

Glory,  in  hers,  is  in  his  eye  difgrace  ; 

The  friend  of  truth,  the  friend  of  human  race. 

Thus  to  no  one,  no  fe6l,  no  clime  confin’d. 

His  boundlefs  love  embraces  all  mankind ; 

And  all  their  virtues  in  his  life  are  known ; 

And  all  their  joys  and  forrows  are  his  own. 

Thefe  are  the  lights,  where  (lands  that  friend  confeft  j 
This,  this  the  fpirit,  which  informs  thy  breaft. 

Thro’  fortune’s  cloud  thy  genuine  worth  can  fhine  ; 
What  wouldlt  thou  not,  were  wealth  and  greatnefi 
thine  ? 
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EPISTLE 

T O 

MR.  JOHN  DYER, 

AUTHOR  OF  GRONGAR-HILL, 

IN  ANSWER  TO  HIS  FROM  THE  COUNTRY. 

!NTow  vanoiis  birds  in  melting  concert  fing, 

And  hail  the  beauty  of  the  opening  fpring ; 

Now  to  thy  dreams  the  nightingale  complains, 

Till  the  lark  wakes  thee  with  her  cheerful  ftrains ; 
Wakes,  in  thy  verfe  and  friendfhip  ever  kind, 
Melodious  comfort  to  my  jarring  mind. 

Oh,  could  my  foul  thro’  depths  of  knowledge  fee, 
Cou’d  I read  nature  and  mankind  like  thee, 

I fhould  o’ercome,  or  bear  the  rocks  of  fate, 

And  draw  e’en  envy  to  the  humbleft  Hate. 

Thou  canft  raife  honour  from  each  ill  event, 

From  fhocks  gain  vigour,  and  from  want  content. 
Think  not  light  poetry  my  life’s  chief  care ! 

The  mufe’s  manfion  is,  at  beft,  but  air ; 

But,  if  more  folid  works  my  meaning  forms, 

Th’  unfinifh’d  ftrudtures  fall  by  fortune’s  florins. 

Oft  have  I faid  we  falfly  thofe  accufe, 

Whofe  godlike  fouls  life’s  middle  ftate  refufe. 

Self-love, 
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Self-love,  I cry’d,  there  feeks  ignoble  reft ; 

Care  fleeps  not  calm,  when  millions  wake  unbleft; 
Mean  let  me  ftirlnk,  or  fpread  fweet  (hade  o’er  all, 
Low  as  the  flirub,  or  as  the  cedar  tall  ! — 

’Twas  vain  ! ’twas  wild  ! — I fought  the  middle  ftate, 
And  found  the  good,  and  found  the  truly  great. 

Tho’  verfe  can  never  give  my  foul  her  aim  ; 
Tho’a(5tion  only  claims  fubftantial  fame; 

Tho’  fate  denies  what  my  proud  wants  require, 

Yet  grant  me,  heav’n,  by  knowledge  to  afpire  : 

Thus  to  enquiry  let  me  prompt  the  mind ; 

Thus  clear  dimm’d  truth,  and  bid  her  blefs  mankind  ; 
From  the  pierc’d  orphan  thus  draw  (hafts  of  grief, 
Arm  want  with  patience,  and  teach  wealth  relief ! 

To  ferve  lov'd  liberty  infpire  my  breath  ! 

Or,  if  my  life  be  ufelefs,  grant  me  death ; 

For  he,  who  ufelefs  is  in  life  furvey’d, 

Burthens  that  world,  his  duty  bids  him  aid. 

Say,  what  have  honours  to  allure  the  mind, 

Which  he  gains  moft,  who  leaft  has  ferv’d  mankind  ? 
Titles,  when  worn  by  fools  I dare  defpife  ; 

Yet  they  claim  homage,  when  they  crown  the  wifct 
When  high  diftimStion  marks  deferving  heirs, 

Defert  dill  dignifies  the  mark  it  wears. 

But,  who  to  birth  alone  wou’d  honours  owe  ? 
Honours,  if  true,  from  feeds  of  merit  grow. 

Thofe  trees,  with  fweeteft  charms,  invite  our  eyes. 
Which,  from  Qur  own  engraftment,  fruitful  rife. 
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Still  vve  love  beft  what  we  with  labour  gain, 

As  the  child’s  dearer  for  the  mother’s  pain. 

The  Great  I wou’d  nor  envy  nor  deride  ; 

Nor  (loop  to  fwell  a vain  Superior’s  pride ; 

Nor  view  an  Equal’s  hope  with  jealous  eyes ; 

Nor  crufh  the  wretch  beneath,  who  wailing  lies. 
My  fympathizing  breail:  his  grief  can  feel, 

And  my  eye  weep  the  wound  I cannot  heal. 

Ne’er  among  friendihips  let  me  fow  debate, 

Nor  by  another’s  fall  advance  my  Hate  ; 

Nor  mlfufe  wit  againft  an  abfent  friend  ; ' 

Let  me  the  virtues  of  a foe  defend  ! 

In  wealth  and  want  true  minds  preferve  their  weight ; 
Meek,  tho’  exalted  ; tho’  difgrac’d  elate ; 

Gen’rous  and  grateful,  wrong’d  or  help’d,  they  live  ; 
Grateful  to  ferve,  and  gen’rous  to  forgive. 

This  may  they  learn,  who  clofe  thy  life  attend ; 
Which,  dear  in  mem’ry,  flill  inftruds  thy  friend. 
Tho’  cruel  diflance  bars  my  groffer  eye, 

My  foul,  clear-lighted,  draws  thy  virtue  nigh  ; 

Thro’  her  deep  woe  that  quick ’ning  comfort  gleams, 
And  lights  up  Fortitude  with  Friendlhip’s  beams.. 
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VERSES. 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE 

V I C E-P  R I N C I P A L 

O F 

ST.  MARY-HALL,  OXFORD, 

BEING  PRESENTED  BY 

THE  HON.  MRS.  KNIGHT, 

TO  THE  LIVING  OF  GOSFIELB  IN  ESSEX. 

HILE  by  mean  arts,  and  meaner  patrons  rife 
Priefts,  whom  the  learned  and  the  good  defpifc ; 

This  fees  fair  Knight,  in  whofe  tranfcendant  mind, 
Are  wlfdom,  purity,  and  truth  enfhrin’d. 

A modefl:  merit  now  (lie  plans  to  lift, 

Thy  living,  Gosfield,  falls  her  inftant  gifu 
Let  me  (fhe  faid)  reward  alone  the  wife, 

And  make  the  church-revenue  virtue’s  prize. 

She  fought  the  man  of  honeft,  candid  breaft. 

In  faith,  in  works  of  goodnefs,  full  expreft; 

Tho’  young,  yet  tut’ring  academic  youth 
To  fcience  moral,  and  religious  truth. 

She  fought  where  the  dilinterefted  friend, 

The  fcholar,  fage,  and  free  companion  blend ; 

The  pleafing  poet,  and  the  deep  divine, 

She  fought,  fhe  found,  and,  Hart ! the  prize  was  thi»c. 

FULVI  A. 
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F U L V I A. 

A POEM.' 

I-/ET  Fulvia’s  wlfdom  be  a flave  to  will, 

Her  darling  palBons,  fcandal  and  quadrille  ; 

On  friends  and  foes  her  tongue  a fatire  known ^ 
Her  deeds  a fatire  on  herfelf  alone. 

On  her  poor  kindred  deigns  fhe  word  or  look  ? 

’Tis  cold  refped,  or  ’tis  unjuft  rebuke ; 

Worfe  when  good-natur’d  than  when  moft  feyere ; 
The  jeft  impure  then  pains  the  modeft  ear. 

How  juft  the  fceptic  ? the  divine  how  odd  ? 

What  turns  of  wit  play  fmartly  on  her  God  ? 

The  fates,  my  neareft  kindred,  foes  decree  : 
Fulvia,  when  piqu’d  at  them,  ftrait  pities  me. 

She,  like  benevolence,  a fmile  beftows. 

Favours  to  me  indulge  her  fpleen  to  thofe. 

The  banquet  ferv’d,  with  peerefles  I fit : 

She  tells  my  ftory,  and  repeats  my  wit. 

With  mouth  diftorted,  thro’  a founding  nofe 
It  comes,  now  hom.elinefs  more  homely  grows. 
With  fee-faw  founds  and  nonfenfe  not  my  own, 
She  fcrcws  her  features,  and  flie  cracks  her  tone. 
How  fine  your  Baftard  ? why  fo  foft  a ft  rain  ? 

What  fuch  a mother  ? Satirize  again  ! 

Oft  I ohjedt — but  fix’d  is  Fulvia’s  will — ^ 

Ah ! tho’  unkind,  ftie  is  my  mother  ftill ! 
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The  verfe  now  flows,  the  manufcript  flie  claims* 
*Tis  fam’d — The  fame  each  curious  fair  enflames  : 
The  wild-fire  runs  ; from  copy,  copy  grows  ; 

The  Brets,  alarm’d,  a fep’rate  peace  propofe. 

’Tis  ratified — How  alter’d  Fulvia’s  look  ? 

My  wit’s  degraded,  and  my  caufe  forfook. 

Thus  fhe ; What’s  poetry,  but  to  amufe  ? 

Might  I advife — there  arc  more  folid  views. 

With  a cool  air  file  adds : This  tale  is  old  : 

Were  it  my  cafe,  it  fhould  no  more  be  told. 
Complaints — had  I been  worthy  to  advife— 

You  know — But  when  are  wits,  like  women,  wife  ? 
True,  it  may  take,  but  think  vvhate’er  you  lift, 

All  love  the  fatire,  none  the  fatirift. 

I ftart,  I ftare,  ftand  fix’d,  then  paufe  awhile ; 

Then  hefttate,  then  ponder  well,  then  fmile. 

Madam — a penfion  loft — and  where’s  amends  ? 

Sir  (fhe  replies)  indeed  you’ll  lofe  your  friends. 

Why  did  I ftart  ? ’twas  but  a change  of  wind — 

Or  the  fame  thing — the  lady  chang’d  her  mind. 

I bow,  depart,  defpife,  difeern  her  all : 

Nanny  reviftts,  and  difgrac’d  I fall. 

Let  Fulvia’s  friendfhip  whirl  with  ev’ry  whim  ! 

A reed,  a weather-cock,  a fhade,  a dream  ; 

No  more  the  friendfliip  fhall  be  now  difplay’d 
By  weather-cock,  or  reed,  or  dream,  or  fliade; 

To  Nanny  fix’d  unvarying  fhall  it  tend, 

For  fouls,  fo  form’d  alike,  were  form’d  to  blend. 

EPITAPH 
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EPITAPH 

O N A 

YOUNG  LADY. 

Clos’d  are  tbofe  eyes,  that  beam’d  feraphic  fire.; 
Cold  is  that  bread,  which  gave  the  world  defire ; 
Mute  is  the  voice  where  winning  foftnefs  warm’d. 
Where  mufic  melted,  and  where  wifd.om  charm’d. 
And  lively  wit,  which  decently  confin’d. 

No  prude  e’er  thought  impure,  no  friend  unkind, 
Cou’d  modefi:  knowledge,  fair  untrlfling  youth, 
Perfuafive  reafon,  and  endearing  truth, 

Cou’d  honour,  fliewn  in  friendfldps  mod  refin’d, 

And  fenfe,  that  diields  th’  attempted  virtuous  mind, 
The  focial  temper  never  known  to  drife, 

The  height’ning  graces  that  embellidi  life  ; 

Cou’d  thefe  have  e’er  the  darts  of  death  defied, 
Never,  ah  ! never  had  Melinda  died  ; 

Nor  can  die  die — e’en  now  furvives  her  name, 
Immortaliz’d  by  friendiliip,  Ipve,  and  fame. 
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THE 

GENIUS  OF  LIBERTY. 

A POEM. 


OCCASIONED  BY  THE  DEPARTURE  OF 

THE  PRINCE  AND  PRINCESS  OF  ORANGE. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  YEAR  I734. 

IVXiLD  rofe  the  morn  ; the  face  of  nature  bright 
Wore  one  extenfive  fmile  of  calm  and  light ; 

Wide,  o’er  the  land,  did  hov’ring  filence  reign, 

Wide  o’er  the  blue  diffulion  of  the  main  ; 

When  lo  ! before  me,  on  the  fouthern  (hore, 

Stood  forth  the  pow’r,  whom  Albion’s  fons  adore ; 
Bleft  Liberty  ! whofe  charge  is  Albion’s  ifle  ; 

Whom  Reafon  gives  to  bloom,  and  Truth  to  fmile ; 
Gives  Peace  to  gladden,  flielt’rlng  Law  to  fpread, 
Learning  to  lift  aloft  her  laurel’d  head. 

Rich  Induftry  to  view,  with  pleafing  eyes, 

Her  fleets,  her  cities,  and  her  harvefts  rife. 

In  curious  emblems,  ev’ry  art,  exprefl, 

Glow’d  from  the  loom,  and  brighten’d  on  his  vefl. 
Science  in  various  lights  attention  won, 

Wav’d  on  his  robe,  and  glitter’d  in  the  fun. 
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My  words,  he  cry’d,  my  words  obfervance  claim  : 
Refound,  y^  Mufes,  and  receive  ’em,  Fame  ! 

Here  was  my  ftation,  when,  o’er  ocean  wide. 

The  great,  third  William  flretch’d  his  naval  pride : % 

I,  with  my  facred  influence  fwell’d  his  foul ; 

Th’  enflav’d  to  free,  th’  enflaver  to  controul. 

In  vain  did  waves  difperfe,  and  winds  detain  ; 

He  came,  he  fav’d  ; in  his  was  feen  my  reign. 

How  juft,  how  great,  the  plan  his  foul  defigu’d, 

To  humble  tyrants,  and  fecure  mankind  ! 

Next  MarlbVo’  in  his  fteps  fuccefsful  trod  : 

This  godlike  plann’d  ; that,  finifli’d  like  a god  ! 

And  while  Oppreflion  fled  to  realms  unknown, 

Europe  was  free,  and  Britain  glorious  flione. 

Where  Nalfau’s  race  extenfive  growth  difplay’d, 
There  Freedom  ever  found  a fhelt’ring  fliade. 

Still  heav’n  is  kind  !-— See,  from  the  princely  root, 
Millions  to  blefs,  the  branch  aufpicious  ftioot ! 

He  lives,  he  flourifties,  his  honours  fpread  : 

Fair  virtues  blooming  on  his  youthful  head  ; 

Nurfe  him,  ye  heav’nly  dews,  ye  funny  rays, 

Into  firm  health,  fair  fame,  and  length  of  days  ! 

He  paus’d,  and  cafting  o’er  the  deep  his  eye, 

Where  the  laft  billow  fwells  into  the  fky. 

Where,  in  gay  viflon,  round  th’  horizon’s  line, 

The  moving  clouds  with  various  beauty  fliine  ; 

As  dropping  from  their  bofom,  ting’d  with  gold. 

Shoots  forth  a fail,  amuflve  to  behold  ! 
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Lo  ! while  Its  light  the  glowing  wave  returns, 

Broad  like  a fun  the  bark  approaching  burns. 

Near,  and  more  near,  great  NafTau  foon  he  fpy’d. 

And  beauteous  Anna,  Britain’s  eldeil  pride  ! 

Thus  fpoke  the  Genius-,  as  advanc’d  the  fail — 

Hail,  blooming  hero  ! high-born  princefs,  hail ! 

Thy  charms  thy  mother’s  love  of  truth  difplay. 

Her  light  of  virtue,  and  her  beauty’s  ray; 

Her  dignity  ; which,  copying  the  divine, 

Soften’d,  thro’  condefcenfjon,  learns  to  flilne. 
Greatnefs  of  thought,  with  prudence  for  its  guide ; 
Knowledge,  from  nature  and  from  art  fupply’d; 

To  nobled:  objedls  pointed  various  w^ays ; 

Pointed  by  judgment’s  clear,  unerring  rays. 

What  manly  virtues  in  her  mind  excel ! 

Yet  on  her  heart  what  tender  paffions  dwell ! 

For  ah  1 what  pangs  did  late  her  peace  deftroy. 

To  part  with  thee,  fo  wont  to  give  her  joy ! 

How  heav’d  her  breail:  1 how  fadden’d  was  her  mien  ! 
All  in  the  mother  then  was  loft  the  queen. 

The  fwelling  tear  then  dimm’d  her  parting  view, 

The  ftruggling  iigh  ftopp’d  fliort  her  laft  adieu ; 

E’en  now"  thy  fancied  perils  fill  her  mind ; 

The  fecret  rock,  rough  wave,  and  rifing  wind  ; 

The  flioal,  fo  treach’rous,  near  the  tempting  land; 

Th’  ingulfing  whirlpool,  and  the  fwallowing  fand  ; 
Thefe  fancied  perils  all,  by  day,  by  night, 

In  thoughts  alarm  her,  and  in  dreams  affright ! 

Tor 
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For  thee  her  heart  unceafing  love  declares. 

In  doubts,  in  hopes,  in  wiflies,  and  in  pray’rs  ! 

Her  pray’rs  are  heard  ! — For  me,  ’tis  thine  to  brave 
Thefand,  the  fhoal,  rock,  whirlpool,  wind,  and  w^ave  ; 

Kind  Safety  waits,  to  waft  thee  gently  o’er. 

And  Joy,  to  greet  thee  on  the  Belgic  fliore. 

May  future  times,  when  their  fond  praife  wmld  tell 
How  moft  their  fa v ’rite  charadlers  excel ; t 

How  blefl: ! how  great !— -then  may  their  fongs  declare? 

So  great ! fo  bkft  ! — fuch  Anne  and  NaiTau  w^ere. 
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QITI  TE  VIDET  BEATUS  EST, 

BEATIOR  QUI  TE  AUDIET, 

Qiri  BASIAT  SEMIDEUS  EST, 

^ QUI  TE  POTITUR  EST  DEUS, 

Buchanan. 

THE  FOREGOING  LINES  PARAPHRASED. 

I. 

APPY  the  man,  who  in  thy  fparkling  eyes, 

His  arn’rous  wilhes  fees,  reflecting,  play  ; 

Secs  little  laughing  Cupids,  glancing,  rife, 

And,  In  foft-fwimming  languor,  die  away. 

II. 

Still  happier  he  ! to  whom  thy  meanings  roll 
In  founds,  which  love,  harmonious  love,  infpire ; 

On  his  charm’d  ear  fits,  rapt,  his  lifi’ning  foul, 

’Till  admiration  form  intenfe  defire. 

III. 

Half-deity  is  he  who  warm  may  prefs 

Thy  lip,  foft-fwelling  to  the  kindling  kifs  ; 

And  may  that  lip  alTentive  warmth  exprefs, 

’Till  love  draw  willing  love  to  ardent  blifs ! 

IV. 

Circling  thy  walfi,  and  circled  in  thy  arms. 

Who,  melting  on  thy  mutual-melting  breaft, 

Entranc’d  enjoys  love’s  whole  luxurious  charms, 

Is  all  a God !— Is  of  all  heav’n  polTefl:. 
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THE 

EMPLOYMENT  OF  BEAUTY. 

A POEM. 

ADDRESSED 

TO  MRS.  BRIDGET  JONES, 

A YOUNG 

WIDOW  LADY  OF  LLANELLY,  CARMARTHENSHIRE, 

Once  Beauty,  wlfhing  fond  defire  to  move, 
Contriv’d  to  catch  the  heart  of  wand’ring  Love. 

Come  pureft  atoms ! Beauty  aid  implores ; 

For  new  foft  texture  leave  etherial  {lores. 

They  come,  they  crowd,  they  fliining  hues  unfold, 

Be  theirs  a form  which  Beauty’s  felf  lhall  mould ! 

To  mould  my  charmer’s  form  {he  all  apply ’d— 
Whence  Cambria  boafis  the  birth  of  Nature’s  pride. 

She  calls  the  Graces^ — Such  is  Beauty’s  {late, 
Prompt,  at  her  call,  th’  obedient  Graces  wait. 

Fir{l  your  fair  feet  they  ihape,  and  {hape  to  pleafe  ; 
Each  {lands  defign’d  for  dignity  and  eafe. 

Firm,  on  thefe  curious  pedcilals,  depend 
Two  polilh’d  pillars ; which,  as  fair,  afcend ; 
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From  well-wronght  knees,  more  fair,  more  large  they 
rife ; 

Seen  by  the  mufe,  tho^  hid  from  mortal  eyes. 

More  poli’fli’d  yet,  your  fabric  each  fuilains; 

That  pureft  temple  where  perfedlion  reigns. 

A fmall,  fvveet  circle  forms  your  faultlefs  waiflr. 

By  Beamy  (liap’d,  to  be  by  Love  embrac’d. 

Beyond  that  lefs’ning  waid  two  orbs  devife. 

What  fv/elllng  charms^,  in  fair  proportion,  rife  ! 
Freih-peeping  there,  two  blufliing  buds  are  founds 
Each  like  a rofe,  which  lilies  white  furround. 

There  feeling  fenfe,  let  pitying  lighs  infpire,. 

Till  panting  pity  fwells  to  warm  deiire  : 

Befire,  tho’ warm,  is  chade  ; each  warmed  kifs^. 

All  rapture  chade,  when  Flymen  bids  the  blifs. 
Rounding  and  foft,  two  taper  arms  defcend  ; 

Two  fnow-white  hands,  in  taper  fingers,  end. 

Lo  ! cunning  Beauty,  on  each  palm,  defigns 
Love’s  fortune  and  your  own,  in  my  die  lines 
And  lovely  whitenefs,  either  arm  contains, 

Diverlified  with  azure-wandVmg  veins ; 

The  wand’ring  veins  conceal  a gen’rous  floods 
The  purple  treafure  of  celedial  blood. 

Rounding  and  white  your  neck,,  as  curious,,  rears 
O’er  all  a face,,  where  Beauty’s  felf  appears, 

Fler  foft  attendants  fmooth  the  fpotlefs  Ikin, 

And,  fmoothly-oval,  turn  the  fnapely  chin 
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The  fliapely  chin,  to  Renuty’s  rifing  face, 

Shall,  doubling  gently,  give  a double  grace, 

And  foon  fweet-opening,  rofy  lips  difclofe 
The  well-rang’d  teeth,  in  lily-whitening  row's; 

Here  life  is  breathed,  and  florid  life  affumes 
A breath,  whofe  fragrance  vies  with  vernal  blooms.; 

And  two  fair  cheeks  give  modefly  to  raife 
A beauteous  blufli  at  praife,  tho’  jufl  the  praife. 

And  nature  now^,  from  each  kind  ray,  fupplies 
Soft,  clement  fmiles,  and  love-infpiring  eyes; 

New  Graces,  to  thofe  eyes,  mild  fliades  allow; 

Fringe  their  faiiTids,  and  pencil  either  brow. 

While  fenfe  of  viflon  lights  up  orbs  fo  rare, 

May  none,  but  pleafing  objcdls,  viflt  there  ! 

Two  little  porches,  (which,  one  fenfe  empow’rs, 

To  draw  richfccnt  from  aromatic  flow’rs) 

In  ftrudlure  neat,  and  deck’d  wdth  polilh’d  grace. 

Shall  equal  firfl,  then  heighten  beauty’s  face. 

To  fmelling  fenfe.  Oh,  may  the  flow’ry  year, 

Its  firfl,  lafl,  choicefl  incenfe  offer  here. 

Tranfparent  next,  two  curious  crefcents  bound 
The  two -fold  entrance  of  infpiring  found. 

And,  granting  a new  power  of  fenfe  to  hear, 

New  finer  organs  form  each  curious  ear ; 

Form  to  imbibe  what  mofl  the  foul  can  move, 

Mufic  and  Reafon,  Poefy  and  Love. 

Next,  on  an  open  front,  is  pleafing  wrought 
A penfive  fweetnefs,  born  of  patient  thought  ^ 
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Above  your  lucid  flioulders  locks  difplayM, 

Prone  to  defcend,  fliall  foften  light  with  fhade» 
All,  with  a namelefs  arr  and  mien  unite. 

And,  as  you  move,  each  movement  is  delight. 
Tun’d  is  your  melting  tongue,  and  equal  mind, 
At  once  by  knowledge  heighten’d  and  refin’d. 

The  Virtues  next  to  Beauty’s  nod  incline  ; 

For,  where  they  lend  not  light,  Ihe  cannot  fhine  ; 
Let  thefe,  the  template  fenfe  of  tafte  reveal, 

And  give,  while  nature  fpreads  the  fimple  meal. 
The  palate  pure,  to  relifh  health  defign’d, 

From  luxury  as  taintlefs  as  your  mind. 

The  Virtues,  Chaftlty  and  Truth  impart, 

And  mould  to  fweet  benevolence  your  heart. 

Thus  Beauty  finifh’d — Thus  fhe  gains  the  fway. 
And  Love  ftill  follows  where  file  leads  the  way. 
From  ev’ry  gift  of  heav’n,  to  charm  is  thine  ; 

To  love,  topraife,  and  to  adore,  be  mine. 
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VERSES 

SENT  TO 

MRS.  BRIDGET  JONES, 

WITH 

THE  WANDERER,  A POEM: 

ALLUDING  TO  AN  EPISODE, 

WHERE  A YOUNG  MAN  TURNS.  HERMIT  FOR  THE 
LOSS  OF  HIS  WIFE  OLYMPIA. 

When  with  delight  fond  Love  on  Beauty  dwelt. 
While  this  the  youth,  and  that  the  fair  expreft. 

Faint  was  his  joy  compar’d  to  what  I felt, 

When  in  my  angel  Biddy’s  prefence'bleft. 

Tell  her,  my  mufe,  In  foft,  fad,  fighing  breath, 

If  flie  his  piercing  grief  can  pitying  fee, 

Worfe  than  to  him  was  his  Olympia’s  death, 

From  her  each  moment^s  abfence  is  to  me. 


0 N 


20S 


POEMS  ON 


O N 

FALSE  HISTORIANS! 
A SATIRE. 

Sure  of  all  plagues  with  which  dull  profe  is  curfl:. 
Scandals,  from  falfe  hillorians,  fpot  the  worit. 

In  quefl  of  thefe  the  mufe  (hall  firfi:  advance, 

Bold,  to  explore  the  regions  of  romance ; 

Romance,  calEd  Hih’ry — Lo  ! at  once  fhe  fkirn^ 

The  vifionary  world  of  monkifli  whims ; 

Where  fallacy,  in  legends,  wildly  fhines,. 

And  vengeance  glares  from  violated  flirlnes  j 
Where  faints  perform  all  tricks,  and  flartle  thought 
With  many  a miracle  that  ne’er  was  wrought ; 

Saints  that  ne’er  liv’d,  or  fuch  as  juftice  paints, 
Jugglers  on  fuperftition  palm’d  for  faints. 

Here,  canoniz’d,  let  creed-mongers  be  fliown, 
Red-letter’d  faints,  and  red  affaffins  known  ; 

While  thofe  they  martyr’d,  fuch  as  angels  rofe  ! 

All  black  enroll’d  among  religion’s  foes, 

Snatch’d  by  fulphureous  clouds,  a lye  proclaims 
Number’d  with  fiends,  and  plung’d  in  endlefs  flames^ 
Hifl’ry,  from  air  or  deep  draws  many  a fprighty 
Such  as,  from  nurfe  or  priefl,  might  boys  affright  j 
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Or  fuch  as  but  o’er  fev’iifh  {lumbers  fly. 

And  fix  in  melancholy  frenzy’s  eye. 

Now  meteors  make  enthuflaft-wonder  flare, 

And  image  wild  portentous  wars  in  air  ! 

Seers  fall  intranc’d  ! fome  wizard’s  lawlefs  fkill 
Now  whirls,  now  fetters  nature’s  works  at  will  f 
Thus  Hifl’ry,  by  machine,  mock-epic  Teems, 

Not  from  poetic,  but  from  monkifla  dreams. 

The  dev’l,  who  priefland  fore’ rer  mu fl  obey. 

The  forc’rer  us’d  to  raife,  the  parfon  lay. 

When  Eachard  wav’d  his  pen,  the  hifl’ry  fliow?,. 

The  parfon  conjur’d,  and  the  fiend  uprofe. 

A camp  at  diflance,  and  the  feene  a wood, 

Here  enter’d  Noll,  and  there  old  Satan  flood  r 
No  tail  his  rump,  his  foot  no  hoof  reveal’d  ; 

Like  a wife  cuckold,  with  his  horns  conceal’d; 

Not  a gay  ferpent  glitt’ring  to  the  eye ; 

But  more  than  ferpent,  or  than  harlot  fly  : 

For,  lawyer-like,  a fiend  no  wit  can  ’fcape, 

The  demon  flands  confeft  in  proper  fhape  ! 

Now  fpreads  his  parchment,  now  is  fign’d  the  fcroil  * 
Thus  Noll  gains  empire,  and  the  dev’l  has  Noil. 

Wond’rous  hiflorian!  thus  account  for  evil, 

And  thus  for  its  fuccefs — ’tis  all  the  devil. 

Tho’  ne’er  that  dev’l  we  faw,  yet  one  we  fee, 

One  of  an  author  fure,  and — thou  art  he. 

But  dulky  phantoms,  mufe,  no  more  purfue  ! 

Now"  clearer  objects  open— yet  untrue. 
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Awful  the  genuine  hlftorian’s  name  ! 

Falfe  ones — with  what  materials  build  they  fame ; 
Fabricks  of  fame,  by  dirty  means  made  good, 

As  neils  of  martins  are  compil’d  of  mud. 

Peace  be  with  Curl — with  him  I wave  all  ftrife, 
Who  pens  each  felon’s,  and  each  ador’s  life  ; 
Biography  that  cooks  the  devil’s  martyrs, 

And  lards  with  lufcious  rapes  the  cheats  of  Chartres. 

Materials,  which  belief  in  gazettes  claim, 
Loofe-ftrung,  run  ginglinginto  hill’ry’s  name. 

Thick  as  Egyptian  clouds  of  raining  flies ; 

As  thick  as  worms  where  man  corrupting  lies ; 

As  pefts  obfcene  that  haunt  the  ruin’d  pile ; 

As  monflers  flound'ring  in  the  muddy  Nile  ; 

Minutes,  Memoirs,  Views  and  Reviews  appear, 
Where  flander  darkens  each  recorded  year. 

In  a paft  reign  is  feign’d  fome  am’rous  league ; 

Some  ring  or  letter  now  reveals  th’  intrigue  : 

Queens,  with  their  minions,  work  unfeemly  things, 
And  boys  grow"  dukes,  when  catamites  to  kings. 

Does  a prince  die  ? What  poifons  they  furmife  ! 

No  royal  mortal  fure  by  nature  dies. 

Is  a prince  born  ? What  birth  more  bafe  believ’d  ? 

Or,  w"hat’s  more  flrange,  liis  mother  ne’er  conceiv’d  ! 
Thus  flander  popular,  o’er  truth  prevails, 

And  eafy  minds  imbibe  romantic  tales. 

Thus,  ’flead  of  hiflory,  fuch  authors  raife 
Mere  crude  wild  novels  of  bad  hints  for  plays. 
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Some  ufurp  names — an  Englifh  garreteer. 

From  Minutes  forg’d,  is  Monfieur  Menager*. 

Some,  while  on  good  or  ill  fuccefs  they  flare, 

Give  condudl  a complexion  dark  or  fair  : 

Others,  as  little  to  enquiry  prone. 

Account  for  actions,  tho’  their  fpring’s  unknown. 

One  flatefman  vices  has,  and  virtues  too  ; 

Hence  will  contefled  charadler  enfue. 

View  but  the  black,  he’s  fiend ; the  bright  but  fcan, 
He’s  angel : view  him  all — he’s  flill  a man. 

But  fuch  hiflorians  all  accufe,  acquit ; 

No  virtue  thefe,  and  thofe  no  vice  admit ; 

For  either  in  a friend  no  fault  will  know, 

And  neither  own  a virtue  in  a foe. 

Where  hear-fay  knowledge  fits  on  public  names, 
And  bold  conjedture  or  extols  or  blames, 

Spring  party-libels ; from  whofe  alhes  dead,  ' 

A monfler,  mifnam’d  Hift’ry,  lifts  its  head. 
Contending  fadlions  croud  to  hear  its  roar  ! 

But  when  once  heard,  it  dies  to  noife  no  more. 

From  thefe  no  anfwer,  no  applaufe  from  thofe, 

O’  er  half  they  fimper,  and  o’er  half  they  doze. 

* The  Minutes  of  Mons.  Menager;  a book  cal- 
culated  to  vilify  the  adminidration  in  the  four  Jaft  years  of 
queen  Anne’s  reign.  The  truth  is,  that  this  libel  was  not 
written  by  Monf.  Manager,  neither  was  any  fuch  book  ever 
printed  in  the  French  tongue,  from  which  it  is  impudently  faid 
]n  the  title-page  to  be  tranflated. 
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So  when  in  fennte,  with  egregious  pate, 

Perks  up  Sir  . , . . . in  fome  deep  debate  ; 

Pie  hems,  looks  wife,  tunes  thin  his  lab’ring  throat, 
To  prove  black  white,  poilpone  or  palm  the  vote  : 

In  fly  contempt,  fome,  Hear  him  ! Hear  him  ! cry ; 
Some  yawn,  fome  fneer ; none  fecond,  none  reply, 
But  dare  fuch  mifcreants  now  rufli  abroad, 

By  blanket,  cane,  pump,  pillory,  iinaw’d  ? 

Dare  they  imp  faifliood  thus,  and  plume  her  wings, 
From  prefent  characters,  and  recent  things  ? 

Yes  : what  untruths  ! or  truths  in  what  difguife  ! 
What  Boyers  and  what  Oldmixons  arifc  1 
What  faCls  from  all  but  them  and  flander  fcreen’d  ? 
Here  meets  a council,  no  where  elfe  conven’d  ; 
There,  from  originals,  come,  thick  as  fpawn, 

Letters  ne’er  wrote,  memorials  never  drawn ; 

To  fecret  conf’rence  never  held  they  yoke, 

Treaties  ne’er  plann’d,  and  fpeeches  never  fpoke. 
From,  Oldmixon,  thy  brow,  too  well  we  know, 

Like  fln  from  Satan’s,  far  and  wide  they  go. 

In  vain  may  St.  John  fafe  in  confcience  fit ; 

In  vain  with  truth  cciifute,  contemn  withwdt  : 
Confute,  contemn,  amid  feleCIed  friends ; 

There  finks  the  jufiice,  there  the  fatire  ends. 

Here,  tho’  a cent’ry  fcarce  fuch  leaves  unclofe, 

From  mould  and  dufi  the  flander  facred  grows. 

Now  none  reply  where  all  defpifethe  page  ; 

But  will  dumb  fcorn  deceive  no  future  age  ? 
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Hien,  fliould  dull  periods  cloud  hot  feemlng 
Will  no  fine  pen  th’  unanfvverM  lie  extrad  ? 
Well-fet  in  plan,  and  polifli’d  into  ftile, 

Fair  and  more  fair  may  finifh’d  fraud  beguile ; 
By  ev’ry  language  fnatchM,  by  time  receiv’d, 
In  ev’ry  clime,  by  ev’ry  age  believ’d  : 

How  vain  to  virtue  truft  the  great  their  name^ 
When  fuch  their  lot  far  infamy  or  fame  f 
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CHARACTER. 

f AIR  Truth,  in  courts  where  Juftice  ftiould  prelide, 
Alike  the  J udge  and  Advocate  would  guide  ; 

And  thefe  would  vie  each  dubious  point  to  clear. 

To  {lop  the  widow’s  and  the  orphan’s  tear ; 

Were  all,  like  York,  of  delicate  addrefs. 

Strength  to  difcern,  and  fweetnefs  to  exprefs. 

Learn ’d,  juft,  polite,  born  ev’ry  heart  to  gain, 

Like  Cummins  mild  ; like  * Fortefcue  humane, 
All-eloquent  of  truth,  divinely  known. 

So  deep,  fo  clear,  all  Science  is  his  own. 

Of  heart  impure,  and  impotent  of  head, 

In  hift’ry,  rhet’ric,  ethics,  law  unread ; 

How  far  unlike  fuch  worthies,  once  a drudge, 

From  fiound’ring  in  low  cafes,  rofe  a Judge. 

Form’d  to  make  pleaders  laugh,  his  nonfenfe  thunders, 
And,  on  low  juries,  breathes  contagious  blunders. 

His  brothers  blufn,  becaufe  no  blufli  he  knows. 

Nor  e’er  f ^ one  uncorrupted  finger  fiiows.’ 

See,  drunk  with  pow’r,  the  circuit-lord  expreft  ! 

Full,  in  his  eye,  his  betters  ftand  confeft ; 

Whofe  wealth,  birth,  virtue,  from  a tongue  fo  loofc, 
’'Scape  not  provincial,  vile  buffoon  abufe. 

^ The  honowrable  Wiiiiam  Fortefcue,  Efqj  one  of  the  ju- 
ftices  of  his  Majefty’s  Court  of  Common  Pleas, 

♦I*  When  P^ge  uncorrupted  finger  fhows, 

P,  of  Whahtok. 
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Still  to  what  circuit  Is  affign’d  his  name, 

There,  fwift  before  him,  flies  the  warner— Fame. 
Contefl  flops  fhort,  Confent  yields  ev’ry  caufe 
To  coft  5 Delay,  endures  ^em,  and  withdraws- 
But  how  Tcape  prisoners  ? To  their  trial  chainM, 

All,  all  fliall  fland  condemn’d,  who  ftand  arraign’d- 
Dire  guilt,  which  elfe  would  deteftation  caufe, 
Prejudg’d  with  Infult,  wond’rous  pity  draws- 
But  ’fcapes  e’en  Innocence  his  harfli  harangue  ? 

Alas  ! — e’en  Innocence  itfelf  muft  hang ; 

Mufl  hang  to  pleafe  him,  when  of  fpleen  pofleft  ; 

Muft  hang  to  bring  forth  an  abortive  jeft. 

Why  liv’d  he  not  ere  Star-chambers  had  fail’d, 
When  fine,  tax,  cenfure,  all  butlaw  prevdl’d ; 

Or  law,  fubfervient  to  fome  murd’rous  will, 

Became  a precedent  to  murder  flill  ? 

Yet  e’en  when  patriots  did  for  traitors  bleed, 

Was  e’er  the  jobb  to  fuch  a flave  decreed, 

Whofe  favage  mind  wants  fophifl-art  to  draw, 

O’er  murder’d  virtue,  fpecious  veils  of  law  ? 

Why,  Student,  when  the  bench  your  youth  admits  ^ 
Where,  tho’  the  worft,  with  the  befl  rank’d  he  fits  ; 
Where  found  opinions  you  attentive  write, 

As  oTice  a Raymond,  now  a Lee  to  cite- 

Why  paufe  you  fcornful  when  he  dins  the  court  ? 

Note  well  his  cruel  quirks  and  well  report. 

Let  his  own  words  againft  hlmfelf  point  clear 
Satire  more  (harp  than  verfe  when  moft  fevere- 
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EPITAPH 

ON  MRS.  JONES, 

GRANDMOTHER 

TO  MRS.  BRIDGET  JONES, 

OF  LLANELLY  IN  CARMARTHENSHIRE. 

In  her,  whofe  relicks  mark  this  facred  earth. 

Shone  all  domeflic  and  all  focial  worth  : 

Firft,  heav’n  her  hope  with  early  offspring  crown’d  ; 
And  thence  a fecond  race  rofe  numerous  round. 

Heav’n  to  induftrlous  virtue  bleffing  lent, 

And  all  was  competence,  and  all  content. 

Tho’  frugal  care,  in  Wifdom’s  eye  admir’d, 

Knew  to  preferve  what  induftry  acquir’d  ; 

Yet,  at  her  board,  with  decent  plenty  bleft, 

The  journeying  Granger  fat  a welcome  gueft. 

Preft  on  all  (ides,  did  trading  neighbours  fear 
Ruin,  which  hung  o’er  exigence  fcvere  ? 

Farewel  the  friend,  who  fpar’d  th’  allillant  loan— 

A neighbour’s  woe  or  welfare  was  her  own. 

Did  piteous  lazars  oft  attend  her  door  ? 

She  gave — farewel,  the  parent  of  the  poor. 

Youth,  age,  and  want,  once  cheer’d,  now  hghing  fwell, 
Blefs  her  lov’d  name,  and  weep  a laft  farewel. 
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V A L E N T I N E’S  DAY. 

A POEM. 

ADDRESSED 

TO  A YOUNG  WIDOW  LADY. 

Adieu,  ye  rocks  that  wltnefsM  once  my  flame, 
Return’d  my  fighs,  and  echo’d  Chloe’s  name  ! 
Cambria,  farewel ! — my  Chloe’s  charms  no  more 
Invite  my  fteps  along  Llanelly’s  fliore  ; 

There  no  wild  dens  conceal  voracious  foes, 

The  beach  no  fierce,  amphibious  monfler  knows ; 

No  crocodile  there  flefh’dwith  prey  appears. 

And  o’er  that  bleeding  prey  weeps  cruel  tears ; 

No  falfe  hyaena,  feigning  human  grief, 

I’here  murders  him,  whofe  goodnefs  means  relief: 

Yet  tides,  confpiring  with  unfaithful  ground, 

Tho’  diflant  feen,  with  treach’rous  arms  furround. 
There  quickfands,  thick' as  beauty’s  fnares,  annoy, 
Look  fair  to  tempt,  and  whom  they  tempt,  deftroy. 

I watch’d  thefcas,  I pac’d  the  fands  with  care, 

Efcap’d,  but  wildly  rulh’d  on  beauty’s  fnarc. 

Ah  ! — better  far,  than  by  that  fnare  o’erpower’d. 

Had  fands  engulf’d  me,  or  had  feas  devour’d. 

Far  from  that  fhorc,  where  fyren-beauty  dwells,’’ 

And  wraps  fweet  ruin  in  refiftlefs  fpells ; 
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From  Cambrian  plains ; which  Chloe’s  luftre  boad^. 
Me  native  England  yields  a fafer  coaft. 

Chloe,  farewel ! — Now  Teas,  with  boiftVous  pride,. 
Divide  us,  and  will  ever  far  divide  : 

Yet  while  each  plant,  which  vernal  youth  refumes, 
Feels  the  green  blood  afcend  in  future  blooms ; 

While  little  feather’d  fongflers  of  the  air 
In  woodlands  tuneful  woo  and  fondly  pair, 

The  mufe  exults,  to  beauty  tunes  the  lyre, 

And  willing  Loves,  the  fwelling  notes  infpire. 

Sure  on  this  day,  when  hope  attains  fucccfs, 

Bright  Venus  fird  did  young  Adonis  blefs, 

Her  charms  not  brighter,  Chloe,  fure,  than  thine  ; 
Tlio’  dufli’d  his  youth,  not  more  his  warmth  than  mine, 
Sequcfter’d  far  within  a myrtle  grove, 

Whofe  blooming  bofom  courts  retiring  love ; 

Where  a clear  fun,  the  blue  ferene  difplays. 

And  flieds,  thro’  vernal  air,  attemper’d  rays; 

Where  fiow’rs  their  aromatic  incenfe  bring, 

And  fragrant  flourifli  in  eternal  fpring  ; 

There  mate  to  mate  each  dove  refponfive  coos, 

While  this  alTents,  as  that  enamour’d  woos. 

There  rills  amufive,  fend  from  rocks  around, 

A folitary,  pleafing,  murm’ring  found  ; 

Then  form  a limpid  lake#  The  lake  ferene 
Refledis  the  wonders  of  the  blifsful  fcene. 

To  love  the  birds  attune  their  chirping  throats, 

And  on  each  breeze  immortal  mulic  floats. 
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There,  feated  on  a riling  turf  is  feen, 

Graceful,  in  loofe  array,  the  Cyprian  queen ; 

All  frelh  and  fair,  all  mild,  as  Ocean  gave 
The  goddefs,  riling  from  the  azure  wave; 

DilhevelM  locks  diftil  celelHal  dews. 

And  all  her  limbs,  divine  perfumes  diffufc. 

Her  voice  fo  charms,  the  plumy,  warb’ling  throngs. 
In  lift’ning  wonder  loll,  fufpend  their  fongs. 

It  founds — ^ Why  loiters  my  Adonis  ?* — cry,* 

* Why  loiters  my  Adonis  ? — rocks  reply. 

‘ Oh,  come  away  V — they  thrice,  repeating,  fay ; 
And  Echo  thrice  repeats, — ‘ Oh,  come  away 
Kind  zephyrs  waft  ’em  to  her  lover’s  ears ; 

Who,  inllant  at  th’  inchanting  call,  appears. 

Her  placid  eye,  where  fparkling  joy  relines, 
Benignant,  with  alluring  luftre  fhines. 

His  locks,  which  in  loofe  ringlets,  charm  the  view. 
Float  carelefs,  lucid  from  their  amber  hue. 

A myrtle  wreath,  her  rofy  lingers  frame, 

Which,  from  her  hand,  his  polilh’d  temples  claim ; 
His  temples  fair,  a flreaking  beauty  ftalns, 

As  fmooth  white  marble  Ihines  with  azure  veins. 

He  kneel’d.  Her  fnowy  hand,  he  trembling  feiz’d. 
Juft  lifted  to  his  lip,  and  gently  fqueez’d  ; 

The  meaning  fqueeze  return’d,  love  caught  its  lore 
And  enter’d,  at  his  palm,  thro’  ev’ry  pore. 

Then  fwell’d  her  downy  breafts,  till  then  enclos’d, 
Faft-heaving,  half-conceal’d  and  half-expos’d ; 
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Soft  {he  reclines.  He,  as  they  fall  and  rife, 

Han^s,  hov’ring  o’er  ’em,  with  enamour’d  eyes, 

And,  warm’d,  grows  wanton — as  he  thus  admir’d, 

He  pry’d,  he  touch’d,  and  with  the  touch,  was  fir’d. 
Half-angry,  yet  half-pleas’d,  her  frown  beguiles 
The  boy  to  fear ; but,  at  his  fear,  (he  fmiles. 

The  youth  lefs  tim’rous,  and  the  fair  lefs  coy, 
Supinely  am’rous  they  reclining  toy. 

More  am’fous  ftill  his  fanguine  meanings  ftole 
In  wiftful  glances,  to  her  foft’ning  foul : 

In  her  fair  eye  her  foft’ning  foul  he  reads  ; 

To  freedom,  freedom,  boon,  to  boon,  fucceeds. 

With  confcious  blufh,  th’  impaflion’d  charmer  burns ; 
And,  blufh  for  blufh,  th’  impafiion’d  youth  returns. 
They  look,  they  languifh,  ligh  with  plealing  pain, 
And  wifli  and  gaze,  and  gaze  and  wifli  again. 

’Twixt  her  white,  parting  bofom  fteals  the  boy. 

And  more  than  hope  preludes  tumultuous  joy ; 

Thro’  ev’ry  vein  the  vig’rous  tranfport  ran, 

Strung  ev’ry  nerve,  and  brac’d  the  boy  to  man. 
Struggling,  yet  yielding,  half  o’erpower’d,  fhe  pants, 
Seems  to  deny,  and  yet,  denying,  grants. 

Quick,  like  the  tendrils  of  a curling  vine, 

Fond  limbs  with  limbs,  in  am’rous  folds,  entwine. 
Lips  prefs  on  lips,  carefling,  and  careff. 

Now  eye  darts  flame  to  eye,  and  breafl  to  breaft. 

All  (he  refigns,  as  dear  defires  incite. 

And  rapt,  he  reach’d  the  brink  of  full  delight. 
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Her  waift  comprefs’d  in  his  exulting  arms, 

He  iiorms,  explores,  and  rifles  all  her  charms ; 

Clafps  in  extatic  blifs  th’  expiring  fair, 

And,  thrilling,  melting,  neftling,  riots  there. 

How  long  the  rapture  lafts,  how  foon  it  fleets, 

How  oft  it  paufes,  and  how  oft  repeats ; 

What  joys  they  both  receive  and  both  beftow. 
Virgins  may  guefs,  but  wives  experienc’d  know  : 
From  joys,  like  thefe,  (Ah,  why  deny’d  to  me  ?) 
Sprung  a frefli,  blooming  boy,  my  fair,  from  thee. 
May  he,  a new  Adonis,  lift  his  creft, 

In  all  the  florid  grace  of  youth  confeft  ! 

Firft  let  him  learn  to  lifp  your  lover’s  name, 

And,  when  he  reads,  here  annual  read  my  flame. 
When  beauty  firfl:  fliall  wake  his  genial  fire, 

And  the  firfl:  tingling  fenfe  excite  deflre ; 

When  the  dear  object,  of  his  peace  poflefl:. 

Gains  and  flill  gains  on  his  unguarded  breafl: : 

Then  may  he  fay,  as  he  this  verfe  reviews, 

So  my  bright  mother  charmed  the  poet’s  mufe. 

His  heart  thus  flutter’d  oft  ’twixt  doubt  and  fear, 
Lighten’d  with  hope,  and  fadden’d  with  defpair. 

Say,  on  fome  rival  did  (he  fmile  too  kind  ? 

Ah,  read — what  jealoufy  diflrads  his  mind  ? 

Smil’d  file  on  him  ? He  imag’d  rays  divine, 

And  gaz’d  and  gladden’d  with  a love  like  mine. 

How  dwelt  her  praife  upon  his  raptur’d  tongue  ! 

Ah  ! — when  fiie  frown’d,  what  plaintive  notes  he  fung  I 
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And  could  flie  frown  on  him — Ah,  wherefore,  tell ! 
On  him,  whofe  only  crime  was  loving  well  ? 

Thus  may  thy  fon,  his  pangs  with  mine  compare; 
Then  wifli  his  mother  had  been  kind  as  fair. 

For  him  may  Love  the  myrtle  wreath  entwine ; 

Tho’  the  fad  willow  fuits  a woe  like  mine  ! 

Ne’er  may  the  filial  hope,  like  me,  complain  ! 

Ah  ! never  figh  and  bleed,  like  me,  in  vain  ! 

When  death  affords  that  peace  which  love  denies. 
Ah,  no !— 'far  other  fcenes  my  fate  fupplies  ; 

When  earth  to  earth  my  lifelefs  corfe  is  laid. 

And  o’er  it  hangs  the  yew  or  cyprefs  fhade  : 

When  pale  I flic  along  the  dreary  coafl. 

An  haplefs  lover’s  pining  plaintive  ghofl: ; 

Here  annual  on  this  dear  returning  day, 

While  feather’d  choirs  renew  the  melting  lay  • 

May  you,  my  fair,  when  you  thefeflrains  fltall  fee, 
Juft  fpare  one  figh,  one  tear  to  love  and  me, 

Me,  who,  in  abfence  or  in  death,  adore 
Thofe  heavenly  charms  I muft  behold  no  more. 
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T O 

JOHN  POWELL,  ESQ. 

BARRISTER  AT  LAW. 

In  me,  long  abfent,  long  with  angulfh  fraught, 

In  me,  tho’  filence  long  has  deaden’d  thought, 

Yet  mem’ry  lives,  and  calls  the  mufe’s  aid,  i 
To  fnatch  our  friendfhip  from  oblivion’s  fhade. 

As  foon  the  fun  fliall  ceafe  the  world  to  warm, 

As  foon  Llanelly’s  * fair  that  world  to  charm, 

As  grateful  fenfe  of  goodnefs,  true  like  thine, 

Shall  e’er  defert  a breaft  fo  warm  as  mine. 

When  imag’d  Cambria  flrikes  my  mem’ry’s  eye, 
(Cambria,  my  darling  fcene  !)  I,  fighing,  cry 
Where  is  my  Powell  ? dear  aflbciate  ! — where  ? 

To  him  I would  unbofom  ev’ry  care ; 

To  him,  who  early  felt,  from  beauty,  pain  ; 

Gall’d  in  a plighted,  faith iefs  virgin’s  chain. 

At  length,  from  her  ungen’rous  fetters  freed, 

Again  he  loves  ! he  woos ! his  hopes  fucceed  ! 

But  the  gay  bridegroom,  ftill  by  fortune  croft. 

Is,  inftant,  in  the  w^eeping  wid’vver  loft. 

Her,  his  foie  joy  ! her  from  his  bofom  torn, 

What  feeling  heart,  but  learns,  like  his,  to  mourn  ? 

* Mrs.  Bridget  Jgnes.  See  vol.  II.  p.  1^7,  20X . 
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Can  nature  tlien,  fuch  fudden  fliocks  fuftain  ? 
Nature  thus  ftruck,  all  reafon  pleads  in  vain  ! 

Tho’  late,  from  reafon  yet  he  draws  relief. 

Dwells  on  her  mem’ry ; but  difpels  his  grief. 
Love,  wealth  and  fame  (tyrannic  paflions  all !) 

No  more  enflame  him,  and  no  more  enthral. 

He  feeks  no  more,  in  Rufus’  hall,  renown  ; 

Nor  envies  Pelf  the  jargon  of  the  gown  ; 

But  pleas’d  with  competence,  on  rural  plains, 

His  wifdom  courts  that  eafe  his  worth  obtains. 
Would  private  jars,  which  fudden  rife,  encreafe  ? 
His  candour  fmiles  all  difeord  into  peace. 

To  party  ftorms  is  public  weal  refign’d  ? 

Each  Heady,  patriot-virtue  fleers  his  mind. 

Calm,  on  the  beach,  while  madd’ning  billows  rave, 
He  gains  philofophy  from  ev’ry  wave ; 

Science,  from  ev’ry  objed  round,  he  draws  ; 

From  various  nature  and  from  nature’s  laws. 

He  lives  o’er  ev’ry  pafl  hifloric  age  ; 

He  calls  forth  ethics  from  the  fabled  page. 

Him  evangelic  truth,  to  thought  excites ; 

And  him,  by  turns,  each  claflic  mufe  delights. 

With  wit  well-natur’d  ; wit,  that  would  difdain 
A pleafure  riling  from  another’s  pain  ; 

Social  to  all,  and  mofl  of  blifs  poflefl, 

When  mofl  he  renders  all,  around  him,  bleft  : 

To  unread  fquircs,  illlterally  gay  ; 

Among  the  learn’d,  as  learned  full  as  they ; 
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With  the  polite,  all,  all-accomplifliM  eafe, 

By  nature  form’d,  without  deceit,  to  pleafe# 

Thus  (bines  thy  youth  ; and  thus,  my  friend,  elate 
In  blifs  as  well  as  worth,  is  truly  great. 

Me  ftill  fhould  ruthlefs  fate,  unjuft,  expofe 
Beneath  thofe  clouds,  that  rain  unnumber’d  woes ; 
Me,  to  fome  nobler  fphere,  ftiould  fortune  raife, 

To  wealth  confpicuous,  and  to  laurel’d  praife  : 
Unalter’d  yet  be  love  and  friendfliip  mine  ; 

I ftill  am  Chloe’s,  and  I ftill  am  thine. 
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THE 

VOLUNTEER  LAUREAT. 

A POEM 

ON  HER 

MAJESTY’S  BIRTH-DAY,  1731-2- 
No.  I. 

TTwICE  twenty  tedious  moons  have  roll’d  away, 
Since  hope,  kind  flatt’rer ! tun’d  my  penfive  lay, 
Whifp’ring,  that  You,  who  rais’d  me  from  defpair, 
Meant,  by  Your  fmiles,  to  make  life  worth  my  care  ; 
With  pitying  hand  an  orphan’s  tears  to  Ikreen, 

And  o’er  the  motherlefs  extend  the  queen. 

’Twill  be — the  prophet  guides  the  poet’s  flrain  ! 

Grief  never  touch’d  a heart  like  Your’s  in  vain  : 
Heav’n  gave  You  pow’r,  becaufe  You  love  to  blefs. 
And  pity,  when  You  feel  it,  is  redrefs. 

Two  fathers  join’d  to  rob  my  claim  of  one ! 

My  mother  too  thought  fit  to  have  no  fon ! 

The  Senate  next,  whofe  aid  the  helplefs  own, 

Forgot  my  infant  wrongs,  and  mine  alone  ! 

Yet  parents  pitylefs,  nor  peers  unkind, 

Nor  titles  lofi,  nor  woes  myfterious  join’d, 

Strip  me  of  hope — by  heav’n  thus  lowly  laid, 

To  find  a Pharaoh’s  daughter  in  the  fiiade# 
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You  cannot  hear  unmov’d,  when  wrongs  implore, 
Your  heart  is  woman,  tho’  Your  mind  be  more  ; 

Kind,  like  the  pow’r  who  gave  You  to  our  pray’rs, 
You  would  not  lengthen  life  to  lharpen  cares ; 

They,  who  a barren  leave  to  live  beftow, 

Snatch  but  from  death  to  facrifice  to  woe. 

Hated  by  her  from  whom  my  life  I drew, 

Whence  fliould  I hope,  if  not  from  heav’n  and  You  t 
Nor  dare  I groan  beneath  afiii6tion's  rod, 

My  queen  my  mother,  and  my  father — God. 

The  pitying  mufes  faw  me  wit  purfue  j 
A Baftard-fon,  alas  ! on  that  fide  too, 

Did  not  Your  eyes  exalt  the  poet’s  fire, 

And  what  the  mufe  denies,  the  Queen  infpire. 

While  rifing  thus  Your  heav’niy  foul  to  view, 

I learn,  how  angels  think,  by  copying  You. 

Great  Princefs  1 ’tis  decreed — once  ev’ry  year 
I march  uncall’d  your  Laureat  Volunteer  ; 

Thus  fiiall  your  poet  his  low  genius  raife. 

And  charm  the  world  with  truths  too  vafi:  for  praife. 
Nor  need  I dwell  on  glories  all  your  own, 

Since  furer  means  to  tempt  your  fmiles  are  known ; 
Your  poet  fhall  allot  your  Lord  his  part. 

And  paint  him  in  his  noblefi  throne — your  heart. 

Is  there  a greatnefs  that  adorns  Him  beft, 

A rifing  wifii,  that  ripens  in  his  bread:  ? 

Has  He  foremeant  fome  difiant  age  to  blefs, 

Difarm  oppreflion,  or  expel  diftrefs  ? 


Plans 


222 


POEMS  ON 


Plans  he  fome  fcheme  to  reconcile  mankind, 
People  the  feas,  and  bufy  ev’ry  wind  ? 

Would  He  by  pity  the  deceiv’d  reclaim, 

And  fmile  contending  fadtions  into  fliame  ? 

Would  his  example  lend  his  laws  a weight, 

And  breathe  his  own  foft  morals  o’er  a hate  ? 

The  mufe  fhall  find  it  all,  fhall  make  it  feen, 

And  teach  the  world  his  pralfe,  to  charm  his  Queen# 
Such  be  the  annual  truths  my  verfe  imparts, 

Nor  frown,  fair  fav’rite  of  a people’s  hearts  ! 
Happy  if  plac’d,  perchance,  beneath  your  eye,. 
My  mufe,  unpenlion’d,  might  her  pinions  try ; 
Fearlefs  to  fail,  whilft  you  indulge  her  flame. 

And  bid  me  proudly  boafl  Your  Laureat’s  name; 
Benobled  thus  by  wreaths  my  Queen  bellows, 

I lofe  all  memory  of  wrongs  and  woes. 
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Great  Princefs,  ’tis  decreed?  onceevVy  year, 
“ I march  uncalPd,  your  Laureat- Volunteer/^ 

So  fung  the  mufe  ; nor  fung  the  mufe  in  vain  : 

My  Queen  accepts,  the  year  renews  the  ftrain. 

Ere  firft  your  influence  flione  with  heav’nly  aid, 

Each  thought  was  terror  ; for  each  view  was  fhade. 
Fortune  to  life  each  flow’ry  path  deny’d  ; 

No  fclence  learn’d  to  bloom,  no  lay  to  glide. 

Inftead  of  hallow’d  hill,  or  vocal  vale. 

Or  ftream,  fweet-echoing  to  the  tuneful  tale; 

Damp  dens  confin’d,  or  barren  defarts  fpread. 

Which  fpedlres  haunted,  and  the  mufes  fled  ; 

Ruins  in  penfive  emblem  feem’d  to  rife, 

And  all  was  dark,  or  wild,  to  Fancy’s  eyes. 

But  hark  ! a gladd’ning  voice  all  nature  chears  ! 
Difperfe,  ye  glooms  ! a day  of  joy  appears  ? 

Hall,  happy  day  ! — ’Twas  on  thy  glorious  morn, 

The  firfl,  the  faireft  of  her  fex  was  born  ! 
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How  fwlft  the  change  ? Cold,  wint’ry  for  rows  fly ; 
Where-e’er  fhe  looks,  delight  furrounds  the  eye ! 
Mild  fhines  the  fun,  the  woodlands  warble  roundy 
The  vales  fweet  echo,  fweet  the  rocks  refound ! 

In  cordial  air  foft  fragrance  floats  along ; 

Each  fcene  is  verdure,  and  each  voice  is  fong  ! 

Shoot  from  yon  orb  divine,  ye  quick’ning  rays  ! 
Boundlefs,  like  her  benevolence,  ye  blaze  ! 

>Soft  emblems  of  her  bounty,  fall  ye  ftiowers  ! 

And  fweet  afcend,  and  fair  unfold  ye  flowers  ! 

Ye  rofes,  lilies,  you  we  earliefl:  claim, 

In  whitenefs,  and  in  fragrance,  match  her  fame  ! 

^Tis  yours  to  fade,  to  fame  like  hers  is  due 
Undying  fweets,  and  bloom  for  ever  new. 

Ye  bloflToms,  that  one  varied  landfcape  rife, 

And  fend  your  fcentful  tribute  to  the  Ikies  ; 
DifFuflve  like  yon  Royal  Branches  fmile, 

Grace  the  young  year,  and  glad  the  grateful  ifle  ! 
Attend,  ye  mufcs  ! mark  the  feather’d  quires  ! 
Thofe  the  fpring  wakes,  as  you  the  Queen  infpires. 
O,  let  her  praife  for  ever  fwell  your  fong  ! 

Sweet  let  your  facred  flreams  the  notes  prolong. 
Clear,  and  more  clear,  thro’  all  my  lays  refine ; 

And  there  let  heav’n  and  her  reflefted  fliine  ! 

As  when  chill  blights  from  vernal  funs  retire, 
Chearful  the  vegetative  world  afpire. 

Put  forth  unfolding  blooms,  and  waving  try 
Th’  enlivening  influence  of  a milder  Iky  ; 
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So  gives  her  birth,  (like  yon  approaching  fpring,) 

The  land  to  flourilh,  and  the  mufe  to  ling. 

’Tvvas  thus,  Zenobla,  on  Palmyra’s  throne, 

In  learning,  beauty,  and  in  virtue  llione  ; 

Beneath  her  rofe,  Longinus,  in  thy  name, 

The  poet’s,  critick’s,  and  the  patriot’s  fame ! 

Is  there  (fo  high  be  you,  great  Princefs,  praised  1) 

A woe  nnpitied,  or  a worth  unrais’d  ? 

Art  learns  to  foar  by  your  fweet  influence  taught ; 

In  life  well  cherilli’d ; nor  in  death  forgot : 

In  death,  as  life,  the  learnM  your  goodnefs  tell ! 
Witnefs  the  facred  buds  of  Richmond’s  cell^. 

Sages,  who  in  unfading  light  will  Ihine  ,; 

Who  grafp’d  at  fcience,  like  your  own,  divine  ! 

The  mufe,  who  halls  with  fong  this  glorious  morn.. 
Now  looks  thro’  days,  thro’  m.ontha,  thro’ years  unborn  j 
All  white  they  rife,  and  in  their  courfe  expreft 
A king  by  kings  rever’d,  by  fubjecSs  bleft  1 
A queen,  where-e’er  true  greatnefs  fpreads  in  fame ; 
Where  learning  tow’rs  beyond  her  fex’s  aim  ; 

Where  pure  religion  no  extream  can  touch, 

Of  faith  too  little,  nor  of  zeal  too  much  ; 

Where  thefe  behold,  as  on  this  blefs’d  of  morns. 
What  love  protedls  ’em,  and  what  worth  adorns  ; 
Where-e’er  diftufive  goodnefs  fmiles,  a Queen 
Still  prais’d  with  rapture,  as  with  wonder  feen  ! 

See  nations  round,  of  ev’ry  wifli  pofleft ! 

Life  in  each  eye,  and  joy  in  ev’ry  bread ! 
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Shall  I,  on  what  I lightly  touch,  explain  ? 

Shall  I (vain  thought!)  attempt  the  fiaifh’d  ftram  ? 
No! — let  the  poet  flop  unequal  lays, 

And  to  the  juft  hiftorian  yield  your  praife* 
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In  youth  no  parent  nurs’d  my  infant  fongs, 

’Twas  mine  to  be  infpir’d  alone  by  wrongs ; 

Wrongs,  that  with  life  th^ir  fierce  attack  began, 
Drank  infant  tears,  and  fiill  purfue  the  man. 

Life  fcarce  is  life — Dejedion  all  is  mine  ; 

The  power,  that  loves  in  lonely  (hades  to  pine ; 

Of  faded  cheek,  of  unelated  views ; 

Whofe  weaken’d  eyes  the  rays  of  hope  refufe. 

*TIs  mine  the  mean,  inhuman  pride  to  find  ; 

Who  (huns  th’  opprefs’d,  to  fortune  only  kind ; 

Whofe  pity’s  infult,  and  whofe  cold  refpeft 
Is  keen  as  fcorn,  ungen’rous  as  negled. 

Void  of  benevolent,  obliging  grace, 

Ev’n  dubious  friendfhip  half  averts  his  face. 

Thus  funk  in  ficknefs,  thlis  with  woes  oppreft. 

How  (hall  the  fire  awake  within  my  bread  ? 

How  (hall  the  mufe  her  flagging  pinions  raife  ? 

How  tune  her  voice  to  Carolina’s  j)raife  ? 
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From  jarring  thought  no  tuneful  raptures  flow; 

Thefe  with  fair  days,  and  gentle  feafons  glow  ; 

Such  give  alone  fweet  Philomel  to  fing, 

And  Philomel’s  the  poet  of  the  fpring. 

Butfoft,  my  foul ! fee  yon  celeflial  light ! 

Before  whofe  lambent  luftre  breaks  the  night. 

It  glads  me  like  the  morning  clad  in  dews, 

And  beams  reviving  from  the  vernal  mufe : 

Infpiring  joyous  peace,  ’tis  fhe  ! ’tis  flie  ! 

A ftranger  long  to  mifery  and  me. 

Her  verdant  mantle  gracefully  declines, 

And,  flow’r-embroider’d,  as  it  varies,  (hines. 

To  form  her  garland,  Zephlr,  from  his  wing, 

Throws  the  firfl  flow’rs  and  foliage  of  the  fpring. 

Her  looks  how  lovely  ! health  and  joy  have  lent 
Bloom  to  her  cheek,  and  to  her  brow  content. 

Behold,  fweet-beaming,  her  etherial  eyes  ! 

Soft  as  the  Pleiads  o’er  the  dewy  Ikies. 

She  blunts  thq  point  of  care,  alleviates  woes, 

And  pours  the  balm  of  comfort  and  repofe ; 

Bids  the  heart  yield  to  Virtue’s  lilent  call. 

And  fliews  Ambition’s  fons  mere  children  all ; 

Who  hunt  for  toys  which  pleafe  with  tinfel  Ihinc  ; 

For  which  they  fquabble,  and  for  which  they  pine. 

Oh  ! hear  her  voice,  more  mellow  than  the  gale, 

That  breath’d  thro’  Ihepherd’s  pipe,  enchants  the  vale  1 
Hark  ! (lie  mvites  from  city  fmoke  and  noife, 

Vapours  impure,  and  from  impurer  joys  ; 
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From  various  evils,  that,  with  rage  combin’d, 

Untune  the  body,  and  pollute  the  mind  : 

From  crowds,  to  whom  no  focial  faith  belongs, 

Who  tread  one  circle  of  deceit  and  wrongs ; 

With  whom  politenefs  is  but  civil  guile, 

And  laws  opprcfs,  exerted  by  the  vile. 

To  this  oppos’d,  the  mufe  prefents  the  fcene ; 

Where  fylvan  pleafures  ever  fmile  ferene ; 

Pleafures  that  emulate  the  bleft  above. 

Health,  innocence,  and  peace,  the  mufe,  and  love  ; 
Pleafures  that  ravifh,  while  alternate  wrought 
By  friendly  converfe,  and  abftraded  thought. 

Thefe  footh  my  throbbing  breaft.  No  lofs  I mourn  ; 
Tho’  both  from  riches  and  from  grandeur  torn. 

Weep  I a cruel  mother  ? No — I’ve  feen, 

From  heav’n,  a pitying,  a maternal  queen. 

One  gave  me  life  ; but  would  no  comfort  grants 
She  more  than  life  refum’d  by  giving  want. 

Would  (he  the  being  which  (he  gave  deftroy  ? 

My  queen  gives  life,  and  bids  me  hope  for  joy. 
Honour  and  wealth  I chearfully  refign ; 

If  competence,  if  learned  eafe  be  mine  ! 

If  I by  mental,  heartfelt  joys  be  fir’d. 

And  in  the  vale,  by  all  the  mufe  infpir’d! 

Here  ceafe  my  plaint — See  yon  enliv’ning  feenes ! 
Child  of  the  fpring  ! Behold  the  beft  of  Queens  ! 
Softnefs  and  beauty  rofe  this  heav’nly  mofn, 

Dawn’d  Wifdom,  and  Benevolence  was  born. 
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Joy,  o’er  a people,  m her  Influence  rofe  ; 

Like  that  which  fpring  o’er  rural  nature  throws* 

War  to  the  peaceful  pipe  refigns  his  roar, 

And  breaks  his  billows  on  fome  dlflant  fhore. 

Domeftic  difcord  finks  beneath  her  fmile, 

And  arts,  and  trade,  and  plenty  glad  the  iflc* 

Lo  ! Induflry  furveys,  with  feafted  eyes. 

His  due  reward,  a plenteous  harvefl:  rife  ! 

Nor  (taught  by  Commerce)  joys  in  that  alone  ‘ 

But  fees  the  harvefl  of  a world  his  own. 

Hence  thy  jufl  praife,  thou  mild,  majcflic  Thames  ? 
Rich  river  ! richer  than  Pa6lolus’  flreams  ! 

Than  thofe  renown’d  of  yore,  by  poets  roll’d 
O’er  intermingled  pearls,  and  fands  of  gold. 

How  glorious  thou,  when  from  old  Ocean’s  urn^ 
Loaded  with  India’s  wealth  thy  waves  return  I 
Alive  thy  banks  ! along  eairh  bordering  line. 

High  culture  blooms^  inviting  villa’s  Ihine  ; 

And  while  around  ten  thoufand  beauties  glow, 

Thefe  ftill  o’er  thofe  redoubling  luflre  throw. 

Come  then,  (fo  whifper’d  the  indulgent  Mufe) 

‘‘  Come  then,  in  Richmond  groves  thy  forrows  lofe  ! 

Come  then,  and  hymn  this  day  ! The  pleafing  fcene 
“ Shews,  in  each  view,  the  genius  of  thy  Queen. 

“ Hear  Nature  whifpering  in  the  breeze  her  fong  ! 

Hear  her  fwoet-warbllng  thro’  the  feather’d  throng  f 
^ ‘ Come ! wuth  the  warbling  world  thy  notes  wnite, 
And  with  the  vegetative  fmile  delight ! 

‘‘  Surer 
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**  Sure  fuch  a fcene  and  fong  will  foon  reftore 
“ Loft  quiet,  and  give  blifs  unknown  before ; 

Receive  it  grateful,  and  adore,  when  given, 

“ Thegoodnefs  of  thy  parent,  Queen,  and  heaven  ! 

‘‘  With  me  each  private  virtue  lifts  the  voice  ; 

‘‘  While  public  fpirit  bids  a land  rejoice  : 

O’er  all  thy  Queen’s  benevolence  defcends, 

“ And  wide  o’er  all  her  vital  light  extends. 

As  winter  foftens  into  fpring,  to  You 
Blooms  Fortune’s  feafon,  thro’  her  fmile,  anew. 
‘‘  Still,  forpaft  bounty,  let  new  lays  impart 
The  fweet  effulions  of  a grateful  heart ! 

‘‘  Caft  thro’  the  telefcope  of  hope  your  eye ! 

There  goodnefs  infinite,  fupreme,  defcry  ! 

“ From  him  that  ray  of  virtue  ftream’d  on  earth, 
Which  kindled  Caroline’s  bright  foul  to  birth. 

“ Behold  ! he  fpreads  one  uhiverfal  fpring  ! 
Mortals,  transform’d  to  angels,  then  ftiall  fing; 
Oppreflion  then  fhall  fly  with  want  and  fhame, 
And  blefling  and  exiftence  be  the  fame  !” 
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I-/0  ! the  mild  fun  falutes  the  opening  fpring, 

And  gladd’ning  nature  calls  the  mufe  to  fing ; 

Gay  chirp  the  birds,  the  bloomy  fweets  exhale, 

And  health,  and  fong,  and  fragrance  fill  the  gale^ 

Yet,  mildeft  funs,  to  me  are  pain  fevcre^ 

And  mufic*s  felf  is  difcord  to  my  ear  ! 

I,  jocund  fpring,  unfympathizing,  fee, 

And  health,  that  comes  to  all,  comes  not  to  me. 

Dear  health  once  fled,  what  fpirits  can  I find  ? 

What  folace  meet,  when  fled  my  peace  of  mind  ? . 
From  abfent  books,  what  ftudious  hint  devife  ? 

From  abfent  friends,  what  aid  to  thought  can  rife  ? 

A genius  w'hifper’d  in  my  ear — Go  feek 
Some  man  of  flare ! — The  mufe  your  wrongs  may  fpeak* 
But  will  fueh  liflen  to  the  plaintive  flrain  ? 

The  happy  feldom  heed  th’  unhappy’s  pain. 

To  wealth,  to  honours,  wherefore  was  I born  ? 

Why  left  to  poverty,  r^pnlfe,  andfcom  ? 
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V/hy  was  I form’d  of  elegant  dsfires  ? 

Thought,  which  beyond  a vulgar  flight  afpires ! 
Why,  by  the  proud,  and  wicked,  crufli’d  to  earth  ? 
Better  the  day  of  death,  than  day  of  birth  ! 

Thus  I exclaim’d;  a little  cherub  fmll’d  : 

Hope,  I am  call’d  (faid  he),  a heav’n-born  child  ! 
Wrongs  fure  you  have  ; complain  you  jufliy  may  ; 
But  let  wild  forrow  whirl  not  thouglit  away  ! 

No — trufl:  to  honour  ! that  you  ne’er  will  flaiti 
From  peerage -blood,  which  fires  your  filial  vein. 
Trufl:  more  to  Providence  ! from  me  ne’er  fvverve ! 
Once  to  diftrufl,  is  never  to  deferve. 

Did  not  this  day  a Caroline  difclofe  ? 

I promis’d  at  her  birth,  and  blefling  rofe  ! 

(Blefling,  o’er  all  the  letter’d  world  to  fliine. 

In  knowledge  clear,  beneficence  divine  !) 

’Tis  hers,  as  mine,  to  chafe  away  defpalr  ; 

Woe  undeferv’d,  is  her  peculiar  care. 

Her  bright  benevolence  fends  me  to  grief: 

On  want  fiieds  bounty,  and  on  wrong  relief. 

Then  calm -ey’d  Patience,  born  of  angel-kind, 
Open’d  a dawn  of  comfort  on  my  mind. 

With  her  came  Fortitude  of  godlike  air  ! 

Thefe  arm  to  conquer  ills  ; at  leafl  to  bear : 

Arm’d  thus,  my  Queen,  while  wayward  fates  ordain, 
My  life  to  lengthen,  but  to  lengthen  pain  ; 

Your  bar(j,,his  forrow'S  with  a fmiie  endures ; 

Since  to  be  wretched,  is,  to  be  made  Yours,  ^ 
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E Spirits  bright,  that  ether  rove. 

That  breathe  the  vernal  foul  of  love ; 

Bid  health  defcend  in  balmy  dews, 

And  life  in  ev’ry  gale  diffufe ; 

That  give  the  flow’rs  to  fliine,  the  birds  to  fing  • 

Oh,  glad  this  natal  day,  the  prime  of  fpring  I 

The  virgin  fnow-drop  firft  appears  ; 

Her  golden  head  the  crocus  rears. 

The  flow’ry  tribe,  profufe  and  gay, 

Spread  to  the  foft,  inviting  ray* 

So  arts  (hall  bloom  by  Carolina’s  fmile. 

So  (hall  her  fame  waft  fragrance  o’er  the  ifle. 

The  warblers  various,  fweet  and  clear, 

From  bloomy  fprays  falute  the  year. 

O mufe,  awake  ! defcend  and  ling  ! 

Hail  the  fair  rival  of  the  fpring ! 

To  woodland  honours  woodland  hymns  belong ; 

To  Her,  the  pride  of  arts ! the  raufe’s  fong. 

Kind., 
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Kind,  as  of  late  her  clement  fway, 

The  feafon  Iheds  a tepid  ray. 

The  ftorms  of  Boreas  rave  no  more ; 

The  florms  of  faftion  ceafe  to  roar. 

At  vernal  funs  as  wint’ry  tempefts  ceafe. 

She,  lovely  povv’r ! fmiles  faftion  into  peace. 
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For  the  ift  of  March,  1737-8. 

A POEM 

SACRED  to'  the  MEMORY  OF  HER  LATE 

MAJESTY. 

HBMBLY  ADDRESSED  TO  HIS 

MAJESTY* 

No.  VII. 

Oft  has  the  mufe,  on  this  dlfHnguilh’d  day-j, 

Tun’d  to  glad  harmony  the  vernal  lay  ; 

But,  O,  lamented  change  1 the  lay  muft  flow 
From  grateful  rapture  now  to  grateful  woe. 

She  to  this  day  who  joyous  luflre  gave, 

Defeends  for  ever  to  the  filent  grave. 

She,  born  at  once  to  charm  us  and  to  mend. 

Of  human  race  the  pattern  and  the  friend. 

To  be  or  fondly  or  feverely  kind, 

To  check  the  rafh  or  prompt  the  better  mind, 

Parents  lhall  learn  from  Her,  and  thus  fliall  draw 
From  filial  love  alone  a filial  awe. 

Who  feek  in  av’rice  wifdom’s  art  to  fkve  ; 

Who  often  fquander,  yet  who  never  gave  j 
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From  her  thefe  knew  the  righteous  mean  to  find, 

And  the  mild  virtue  fiole  on  half  mankifid. 

The  lavifli  now  caught  frugal  wifdom’s  lore  ; 

Yet  ftill,  the  more  they  fav’d,  bellow’d  the  more. 
Now  mifers  learn’d  at  others  woes  to  melt, 

And  faw  and  wonder’d  at  the  change  they  felt. 

The  gen’rous,  when  on  Her  they  turn’d  their  view, 
The  gen’rous  e’en  themfelves,  more  gen’rous  grew, 
Learn’d  the  ftiun’d  haunts  of  (hame-fac'd  want  to  trace ; 
To  goodnefs,  delicacy,  adding  grace. 

The  confcious  cheek  no  riling  blulli  confefs’d. 

Nor  dwelt  one  thought  to  pain  the  modcll  breaft ; 
Kind  and  more  kind  did  thus  her  bounty  Ihow’r, 

And  knew  no  limit  but  a bounded  pow’r. 

This  truth  the  widow’s  lighs,  alas  ! proclaim ; 

For  this  the  orphan’s  tears  embalm  her  fame. 

The  wife  beheld  her  learning’s  fummit  gain, 

Yet  never  giddy  grow,  nor  ever  vain  ; 

But  on  one  fcience  point  a Iteadfalt  eye, 

That  fcience — how  to  live  and  how  to  die. 

Say,  Memory,  while  to  thy  grateful  fight 
Arife  her  virtues  in  unfading  light, 

What  joys  were  ours,  what  forrows  now  remain  : 

Ah  ! how  fublime  the  blifs  ! how  deep  the  pain ! 

And,  thou,  bright  Princefs,  featcd  nowon  high. 
Next  one,  the  fairell  daughtet  of  the  Iky, 

Whofe  warm -felt  love  is  to  all  beings  known, 

Thy  filler  Charity  ! next  her  thy  throne ; 
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See  at  thy  tomb  the  virtues  weeping  He  ! 

There  in  dumb  forrow  feem  the  arts  to  die. 

So  were  the  fun  o’er  other  orbs  to  blaze, 

And  from  our  world  like  thee,  withdraw  his  rays, 

No  more  to  vilit  where  he  warm’d  before, 

All  life  muft  ceafe,  and  nature  be  no  more. 

Yet  fhall  the  mufe  a heav’nly  height  eflay 
Beyond  the  weaknefs  mix’d  with  mortal  clay  ; 
Beyond  the  lofs,  which,  tho’  fhe  bleeds  to  fee, 

Tho’  ne’er  to  be  redeem’d,  the  lofs  of  thee  ! 

Beyond  e’en  this,  flie  hails  with  joyous  lay. 

Thy  better  birth,  thy  firfl:  true  natal  day  ; 

A day,  that  fees  thee  born,  beyond  the  tomb, 

To  endlefs  health,  to  youth’s  eternal  bloom  ; 

Born  to  the  mighty  dead,  the  fouls  fublime 
Of  ev’rv' famous  age,  and  ev’ry  clime  ; 

To  goodnefs  fix’d  by  truth’s  unvarying  laws, 

To  blifs  that  knows  no  period,  knows  no  paufe— r 
Save  when  thine  eye,  from  yonder  pure  ferene, 
Sheds  a foft  ray  on  this  our  gloomy  fcene. 

With  me  now  liberty  and  learning  mourn, 

From  all  relief,  like  thy  lov’d  confort,  torn ; 

For  where  can  prince  or  people  hope  relief, 

When  each  contend  to  be  fupreme  in  grief? 

So  vy’d  thy  virtues,  that  could  point  the  way, 

So  well  to  govern  ; yet  fo  well  obey. 

Deign  one  look  more  ! ah  ! fee  thy  confort  dear 
Wifhing  all  hearts,  except  his  own,  to  cheer. 

Lo 
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Lo  ! flill  he  bids  thy  wonted  bounty  flow 
To  weeping  families  of  worth  and  woe. 

He  flops  all  tears,  however  faft  they  rife. 

Save  thofe,  that  flill  muft  fall  from  grateful  eyes. 

And,  fpite  of  griefs  that  fo  ufurp  his  mind. 

Still  watches  o’er  the  welfare  of  mankind. 

Father  of  thofe,  whofe  rights  thy  care  defends. 

Still  moft  their  own,  when  moft  theirfovereign’s  friends; 
Then  chiefly  brave,  from  bondage  chiefly  free. 

When  moft  they  truft,  when  moft  they  copy  thee ; 

Ah  ! let  the  loweft  of  thy  fubjeifts  pay 
His  honeft  heart-felt  tributary  lay  ; 

In  anguifti  happy,  if  permitted  here. 

One  figh  to  vent,  to  drop  one  virtuous  tear  ; 

Happier,  if  pardon’d,  fhould  he  wildly  moan. 

And  with  a monarch’s  forrow  mix  his  own* 
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WO  fea-port  cities  mark  Britannia’s  fame, 

And  thefe  from  commerce  different  honours  claim. 
What  different  honours  fliall  the  mufes  pay, 

While  one  infpircs  and  one  untunes  the  lay  ? 

Now  filver  Ifis  brlght’nlng  flows  along, 

Echoing  from  Oxford  fliore  each  claflic  fong, 

Then  w^eds  with  Thame ; and  thefe,  O London,  fee 
Swelling  with  na'/al  pride,  the  pride  of  thee ! 

Wide,  de'ep,  unfullied  Thames,  meand’ring  glides, 
And  bears  thy  wealth  on  mild  majeftic  tides. 

Thy  fliips,  with  gilded  palaces  that  vie. 

In  glitt’ring  pomp,  ftrike  wond’ring  China’s  eye ; 

And  thence  returning  bear,  in  fplendid  flate, 

To  Britain’s  merchants,  India’s  eaftern  freight# 

India,  her  tr'eafures  from  her  weftern  fhores, 

Due  at  thy  feet,  a willing  tribute  pours ; 

Thy  warring  navies  diftant  nations  awe. 

And  bid  the  world  obey  thy  righteous  law# 

* The  author  preferred  this  title  to  that  of  London 
Bristol  comparedj  which  when  he  began  the  piece,  he 
intended  to  prefix  to  it. 
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Thus  (bine  thy  manly  fons  of  lib’ral  mind ; 

Thy  change  deep-bufied,  yet  as  courts  refin’d; 
Councils,  like  fenates,  that  enforce  debate 
With  fiuent  eloquence  and  reafon’s  weight. 

Whofe  patriot  virtue,  lawlefs  pow’r  controls ; 

Their  Britifh,  emulating  Roman  fouls. 

Of  thefe  the  worthlefi;  iHll  feleded  fland, 

Still  lead  the  fenate,  and  Hill  fave  the  land  : 

Social,  not  felfifii,  here,  O Learning,  trace 
Thy  friends,  the  lovers  of  all  human  race  ! 

In  a dark  bottom  funk,  O Brifiol,  now, 

With  native  malice,  lift  thy  low’ring  brow  ! 

Then  as  fome  hell-born  fprite,  in  mortal  gulfe, 
Borrows  the  fliape  of  goodnefs  and  belies, 

All  fair,  all  fmug,  to  yond  proud  hall  Invite, 

To  feaft  all  ftrangers,  ape  an  air  polite  ! 

Crom  Cambria  drain’d,  or  England’s  weflern  coafi, 
Not  elegant,  yet  cofily  banquets  boafi:  I 
Revere,  or  feem  the  flranger  to  revere  ; 

Praife,  fawn,  profefs,  be  all  things  but  fincere; 
Infidious  now,  our  bofom-fecrets  fleal, 

And  thefe  with  fly,  farcaftic  fneer  reveal. 

Prefent  we  meet  thy  fneaking  treach’rous  fmlles ; 
The  harmlefs  abfent  flill  thy  fneer  reviles ; 

Such  as  in  thee  all  parts  fuperior  find. 

The  fneer  that  marks  the  fool  and  knave  combin’d  ; 
When  melting  pity  would  afford  relief, 

The  ruthlefs  fneer  that  infult  adds  to  grief. 

CL 
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What  friendfhip  canft  thou  boaft,  what  honours  claim  ? 
To  thee  each  flranger  owes  an  injurM  name. 

What  fmiles  thy  fons  muft  in  their  foes  excite  ? 

Thy  fons^  to  whom  all  difcord  is  delight : 

From  whom  eternal  mutual  railing  flows  ; 

Who  in  each  others  crimes,  their  own  expofe : 

Thy  fons,  tho’  crafty,  deaf  to  wifdom’s  call ; 

Defplfing  all  men,  and  defpis’d  by  all. 

Sons,  while  thy  cliffs  a ditch-like  river  laves. 

Rude  as  thy  rocks,  and  muddy  as  thy  waves, 

Of  thoughts  as  narrow  as  of  words  immenfe, 

As  full  of  turbulence  as  void  of  fenfe  : 

Thee,  thee,  w^hat  fenatorial  fouls  adorn  ? 

Thy  natives  fure  would  prove  a fenate’s  fcorn. 

Do  ftrangers  deign  to  ferve  thee ; what  their  praife  ? 
Their  generous  fervices  thy  murmurs  raife. 

What  fiend  malign,  that  o’er  thy  air  prelides, 

Around  from  bread  to  bread  inherent  glides. 

And,  as  he  glides,  there  fcatters,  in  a trice. 

The  lurking  feeds  of  ev’ry  rank  device  ? 

Let  foreign  youths,  to  thy  indentures  run  t 
Each,  each  will  prove,  in  thy  adopted  fon, 

Proud,  pert  and  dull — tho’  brilliant  once  from  fchools. 
Will  fcorn  all  learning’s,  as  all  virtue^s  rules ; 

And,  tho’,  by  nature  friendly,  honed,  brave, 

Turn  a fly,  felfidi,  fimp’ring,  (harping  knave. 

Boad  petty -courts,  w'here  ’^dead  of  fluent  eafe. 

Of  cited  precedents  and  learned  pleas  j 
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’Stead  of  fage  counfel  in  the  dubious  caufe, 

Attornies  chatt’ring  wild,  burlefque  the  laws— . 

(So  fhamelefs  quacks,  who  do6tors  rights  invade, 

Of  jargon  and  of  poifon  form  a trade. 

So  canting  coblers,  while  from  tubs  they  teach, 
Buffoon  the  Gofpel  they  pretend  to  preach.) 

Boaft  petty  courts,  whence  rules  new  rigour  draw, 
Unknown  to  Nature’s  and  to  Statute-law ; 

Quirks  that  explain  all  faving  rights  away. 

To  give  th’  attorney  and  the  catchpoll  prey. 

Is  there  where  law  too  rig’rous  may  defcend. 

Or  charity  her  kindly  hand  extend  ? 

Thy  courts,  that  fhut  when  pity  wou’d  redrefs ; 
Spontaneous  open  to  inflid  diftrefs. 

Try  mifdemeanours  ! — all  thy  wiles  employ, 

Not  to  chaftife  the  offender,  but  deftroy  ; 

Bid  the  large  lawlefs  fine  his  fate  foretel ; 

Bid  it  beyond  his  crime  and  fortune  fwell ; 

Cut  off  from  fervice  due  to  kindred  blood, 

To  private  welfare  and  to  public  good, 

Pitied  by  all,  but  thee,  he  fentencM  lies ; 


Imprifon’d  languifhes,  imprifon’d  dies. 
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Boail:  fwarming  vefTels,  whofe  plebeian  (Vate 
Ou'es  not  to  merchants  but  mechanics  freight.- 
Boaft  nought'  but  pedlar-fleets — in  war’s  alarms. 
Unknown  to  glory,,  as  unknown  to  arms# 

Boaft  thy  bafe  Tolfey,  and  thy  turn-fpit  dogs^ 

Thy  f Halliers’  horfes,  and  thy  human  hogs  ; 

Upflarts  and  muflirooms,  proud,  relentlefs  hearts; 

'I  hoii  blank  of  fciences  ! thou  dearth  of  arts  i 
Such  foes  as  learning  once  was  doom’d  to  fee  ; 

Huns,  Goths,,  and  Vandals,  were  but  types  of  thee#. 
Proceed,  great  Briftol.,  in  all-righteous  ways, 

And  let  one  Juftice  heighten  yet  thy  praife ; 

Still  fpare  the  catamite  and  fwinge  the  whore, 

And  be,  whate’er  Gomorrha  was  before# 

* A place  where  the  merchants  ufed  to  meet  to  tranfa£t, 
their  aflairs  before  the  Exchange  v/as  erected.  See  Gentleman’s 
Magazine.  Vol.  XIII.  p.  496. 

■f  Halliers  are  the  perfons  who  drive  or  own  the  Hedges^ 
which  are  here  ufed  inflead  of  carts. 
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TO  THE 


RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE 

EARL  OF  MIDDLESEX. 

MY  LORD, 

TC' HAT  elegant  tafte  in  poetry,  which 
is  hereditary  to  your  Lordfhip,  together 
with  that  particular  regard  with  which  you 
honour  the  author  to  whom  thefe  papers 
relate,  make  me  imagine  this  colled:ion 
may  not  be  unpleafing  to  you.  And  I may 
prefume  to  fay,  the  pieces  themfelves  are 
not  unworthy  your  Lordlhip’s  patronage, 
my  own  part  in  it  excepted.  I fpeak  only 
of  The  Author  to  be  let,  having  no 
title  to  any  other,  not  even  the  fmall  ones 
out  of  the  Journals.  May  I be  permitted 
to  declare  (to  the  end  I may  feem  not  quite 
fo  unworthy  of  your  Lordfhip’s  favour, 
as  fome  writers  of  my  age  and  circumftan- 
ces)  that  I never  was  concern’d  in  any 
CL4  Journals. 
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Journals.  I ever  thought  the  exorbitant 
liberty,  which  moil  of  thofe  papers  take 
with  their  fuperiors,  unjuftifiable  in  any 
rank  of  men  ; but  deteftable  in  fuch,  who 
do  it  merely  for  hire,  and  without  even 
the  bad  excufe  of  paffion  and  refentment. 
On  the  contrary,  being  once  inclined,  upon 
fome  advantageous  propofals,  to  enter  into 
a paper  of  another  kind,  I imm.ediately  de- 
fifted,  on  finding  admitted  into  it  (though 
as  the  publifher  told  me,  purely  by  an 
accident)  two  or  three  lines  refledfing  on  a 
great  minifter.  Were  my  life  ever  fo  un- 
happy, it  fliall  not  be  ftain’d  with  a con- 
dudt,  which  my  birth  at  leafl;  (though 
neither  my  education  nor  good  fortune) 
firouid  fet  me  above  ; much  lefs  with  any 
ingratitude  to  that  noble  perfon,  to  whofe 
interceffion  (next  to  his  Majefty’s  goodnefs) 
I owe,  in  a great  meafure,  that  life  itfelf. 

•— Ncc  fi  miferum  fortuna  {inoneni 
Finxlt,  vanum  etiam  mendacemqiie  improba  finget. 

1 believe 
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I believe  your  Lordfbip  will  pardon  this 
digreffion,  or  any  other  which  keeps  me 
from  the  ftile  you  fo  much  hate — of  Dedi- 
cation. 

I will  not  pretend  to  difplay  thofe  riling 
virtues  in  your  Lordftiip,  which  the  next 
age  will  certainly  know  without  my  help, 
but  rather  relate  (what  elfe  it  will  as  cer- 
tainly be  ignorant  of)  the  hidory  of  thefe 
papers,  and  the  occalion  which  produced 
the  War  of  the  Dunces,  (for  fo  it  has  been 
commonly  call’d)  which  begun  in  the  Year 
1727,  and  ended  in  1730. 

When  Dr.  Swift  and  Mr.  Pope  thought 
it  proper,  for  reafons  fpecified  in  the  pre- 
face to  their  mifcellanies,  to  publifh  fome 
little  pieces  of  theirs  as  had  cafually  got 
abroad,  there  was  added  to  them  the  Trea- 
tife  of  the  Bathos,  or  the  Art  of  Sinking 
in  Poetry.  It  happened,  that  in  one  chap- 
ter of  this  piece,  the  feveral  fpecies  of  bad 
poets  were  ranged  in  claffes,  to  which  were 
prefixed  alraoft  all  the  letters  of  the  alpha- 
bet 
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bet  (the  greateft  part  of  them  at  random)  ; 
but  fuch  was  the  number  of  poets  eminent 
in  that  art,  that  feme  one  or  other  took 
every  letter  to  himfelf : All  fell  into  fo 
violent  a fury,  that  for  half  a year  or  more, 
the  common  news-papers  (in  moftof  which 
they  had  fome  property,  as  being  hired 
writers)  were  filled  with  the  mod;  abufive 
falfhoods  and  fcurrillities  they  could  polfi- 
bly  devife.  A liberty  no  way  to  be  won- 
dered at  in  ihofe  people,  and  in  thofe  pa- 
pers, that,  for  many  years  during  the  un- 
controled  licence  of  the  prefs,  had  afperfed 
almoft  all  the  great  charafters  of  the  age  ; 
and  this  with  impunity,  their  own  perfons 
and  names  being  utterly  fecret  and  obfeure. 

This  gave  Mr.  Pope  the  thought,  that 
he  had  now  fome  opportunity  of  doing 
good,  by  detecting  and  dragging  into 
light  thefe  common  enemies  of  mankind  ; 
fince  to  invalidate  this  univerfal  dander,  it 
fufficed  to  Ihew  what  contemptible  men 
were  the  authors  of  it.  He  was  not  with- 
out 
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out  hopes,  that,  by  manifefting  the  dullnefs 
of  thofewho  had  only  malice  to  recommend 
them,  either  the  bookfellers  would  not  find 
their  account  in  employing  them,  or  the 
men  themfelves,  when  difcovered,  want 
courage  to  proceed  in  fo  unlawful  an  occu- 
pation , This  it  was  that  gave  birth  to  The 
Dunciad,  and  he  thought  it  an  happinefs, 
that  by  the  late  flood  of  flander  on  him- 
felf,  he  had  acquired  fuch  a peculiar  right 
over  their  names,  as  was  neceflary  to  this 
defign. 

On  the  12th  of  March,  1729,  at  St. 
James’s,  that  poem  was  prefented  to  the 
King  and  Queen,  (who  had  before  been 
pleafed  to  read  it)  by  the  right  honourable 
Sir  Robert  Walpole  : And  fome  days 

after,  the  whole  impreflion  was  taken  and 
difperfed  by  feveral  noblemen  and  perfons 
of  the  firfl:  diftindtion. 

It  is  certainly  a true  obfervation,  that  no 
people  are  fo  impatient  of  cenfure  as  thofe 
who  are  the  greatefl;  flanderers ; which  was 
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wonderfully  exemplified  on  this  occafion. 
On  the  day  the  book  was  firft  vended,  a 
crowd  of  authors  befieged  the  fliop ; en- 
treaties, advices,  threats  of  law  and  bat- 
tery, nay  cries  of  treafon  were  all  employed, 
to  hinder  the  coming  out  of  The  Dunciad  : 
On  the  other  fide,  the  bookfellers  and 
hawkers  made  as  great  efforts  to  procure 
k ; What  could  a few  poor  authors  do 
againft  fo  great  a majority  as  the  public  ? 
there  was  no  flopping  a torrent  with  a fin- 
ger, fo  out  it  came. 

Many  ludicrous  circumflances  attended 
it : The  Dunces  (for  by  this  name  they 
were  called)  held  weekly  clubs  to  confult 
of  hoflilities  againfl  the  author ; one  wrote 
a letter  to  a great  minifter,  affuring  him 
Mr.  Pope  w’as  the  greatefl  enemy  the  go- 
vernment had ; and  another  bought  his 
image  in  clay,  to  execute  him  in  effigy  ; 
with  which  fad  fort  of  fatlsfadfions  the 
gentlemen  were  a little  comforted. 
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Some  falfe  editions  of  the  book  having 
an  owl  in  their  frontifpiece,  the  true  one, 
to  diftinguilh  it,  fixed  in  its  ftead  an  afs 
laden  with  authors.  Then  another  furrep- 
titious  one  being  printed  with  the  fame  afs, 
the  new  edition  in  odfavo  returned  for  di- 
ftindtion  to  the  owl  again.  Hence  arofe  a 
great  conteft  of  bookfellers  againft  book- 
iellers,  and  advertifements  againft  adver- 
tiferaents  ; fome  recommending  the  edition 
of  the  owl,  and  others  the  edition  of  the 
afs  ; by  which  names  they  came  to  be  di- 
ftinguiftied,  to  the  great  honour  alfo  of  the 
gentlemen  of  The  Dunciad. 

Your  Lordlhip  will  not  think  thefe  par- 
ticulars altogether  unentertaining  ; nor  are 
they  impertinent,  fince  they  clear  fome  paf- 
fages  in  the  following  colleflion.  The 
whole  cannot  but  be  of  fome  ufe,  to  fliew'^ 
the  different  fpirit  with  w'hich  good  and 
bad  authors  have  ever  afted,  as  well  as 
written ; and  to  evince  a truth,  a greater 
than  which  w^as  never  advanced,  that — 
Each  bad  author  is  as  bad  a friend. 
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However,  the  imperfedtion  of  this  col- 
ledtion  cannot  but  be  owned,  as  long  as  it 
wants  that  poem  with  w’hich  you,  my  Lord, 
have  honoured  the  author  of  The  Dunciad ; 
but  which  I durft  not  prefume  to  add  in 
your  abfence.  As  it  is,  may  it  pleafe  your 
Lordlhip  to  accept  of  it,  as  a diftant  tef- 
timony,  with  what  refpedl  and  zeal  I am, 

MY  LORD, 

Your  moft  obedient 
And  devoted  fervant. 


Richard  Savage. 
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PUBLISHER’S  PREFACE. 

JL  HE  following  piece  was  accidentally  drop- 
ped near  the  Mews-gate.  I picked  it  up  in  my 
way  from  Charing-crofs  to  Hedge-lane.  It  was 
in  a leathern  cafe,  which  had  once  been  red, 
but  was  grown  black  with  greafe,  and  tied  round 
with  a fcrap  of  dirty  tape.  When  I opened  the 
parcel,  I found  by  an  ingenious  epigram,  that 
this  tape  had  formerly  belonged  to  Mrs.  Hay- 
wood, (the  divine  Eliza  !)  but  whether  it  had 
bound  her  hair,  or  was  part  of  her  apron-ftring, 
I fhould  have  been  at  a lofs  to  learn,  had  not 
the  relift  been  fanftified  by  Mr.  Moore’s  mufe. 
He  tritely  compared  it  to  Cytherea’s  girdle, 
and  fent  it  as  a valuable  pledge  of  friendfhip  to 
our  author.  In  this  packet  were  feveral  letters 
direfted  to  Mr.  Ifcarlot  Hackney,  dated  from  the 
Ship-tavern,  Charing-crofs,  and  figned  J . m . s 
M . . . Sm.th,  L.  Theobald,  L.  Welfted,  Ed- 
mund Curl,  John  Dennis,  Thomas  Cooke, 
and  Bezaleel  Morris.  Thofe  of  the  earlieft  im- 
port, that  J.m.s  M...  Sm.th,  Efq;  was 
unanimoufly  chofen  fpeaker  of  this  fociety.  I 
met  with  many  more  informations  of  this  nature; 
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but  what  pleafed  me  moft,  was  the  performance 
of  our  author.  I was  curious  to  find  out  fo  ex- 
cellent a writer,  and  have  entered  into  a treaty 
with  him  for  future  memoirs^  which  I have  en- 
gaged to  give  the  public. 

It  is  with  much  glee  that  I have  marked  the 
herd  bellowing  againft  TheDunciad  for  indelica- 
cies. Not  to  mention  with  what  an  ill  grace 
this  criticifin  comes  from  that  quarter,  I fancy 
it  may  eafily  be  proved,  that  the  grofleft  of  thofe 
images  are  moft  fuitable  to  the  fubjeft ; a fub- 
jeft  compofed,  for  the  moft  part,  of  authors, 
whofe  writings  are  the  refufe  of  wit,  and  who  in 
life  are  as  the  very  excrement  of  nature ; yet 
even  here,  Mr.  Pope  fliews  himfelf  a mafter. 
It  is  true,  that  he  has  ufed  dung ; but  he  dif- 
pofes  that  dung  in  fuch  a manner,  that  it 
becomes  rich  manure,  from  which  he  raifes  a 
variety  of  fine  flowers.  He  deals  in  rags ; but 
deals  with  them  like  an  artift,  who  commits 
them  to  a paper-mill,  and  brings  them  out  ufe- 
ful  fheets.  The  chymift  extracts  a fine  cordial 
from  the  moft  naufeous  of  all  dung,  and  Mr. 
Pope  has  drawn  a fweet  poetical  fpirit  from  the 
moft  offenfive  and  unpoetical  obje£ls  of  the 
creation— unpoetical,  though  eternal  writers  of 
poetry.  I have 
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I have  alfo  laughed  at  the  clamour  of  the 
gentlemen  of  the  Bathos  againft  The  Dunciad, 
for  infulting  them  on  their  poverty.  I own  that 
a man’s  poverty,  when  it  proceeds  not  from  any 
folly,  but  is  owing  (as  it  often  happens)  to  his 
virtue,  fets  him  in  an  amiable  light.  He  be- 
comes the  objeft  of  compaffion  ; and,  if  he  bears 
his  misfortunes  like  a man,  inftead  of  falling  In- 
to contempt,  raifes  our  admiration.  But  when 
his  wants  are  of  his  own  feeking,  and  prove  the 
motive  of  every  ill  aftion  (for  the  poverty  of  bad 
authors  has  always  a bad  heart  for  its  com- 
panion), is  it  not  a vice,  and  properly  the  fub- 
jeft  of  fatire  ? 

Moll  of  thefe  perfons  are  of  a very  low  pa- 
rentage, and  without  any  pretence  of  merit  are 
afpiring  to  the  rank  of  gentlemen.  Thus  they 
become  ill  oeconomifts  ; poverty  is  the  confe- 
quence  of  ill  oeconomy,  and  dirty  tricks  the 
confequence  of  their  poverty.  Though  they  are 
fad  writers,  they  might  have  been  good  me- 
chanics ; and  therefore  by  endeavouring  to  fliine 
in  fpheres  to  which  they  are  unequal,  are  guilty 
of  depriving  the  public  of  many  that  might  have 
been  its  ufeful  members. 
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Methinks  when  the  world  Is  lb  nngrateful  as 
not  to  read  their  writings,  they  might  vouch- 
fafe  to  follovv  the  example  of  the  great  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh  (though  an  author  undoubtedly 
inferior  to  them),,  who,,  w^hen  he  heard  the  Firft 
Part  of  his  hiftory  fucceeded  not,  had  fpirit 
enough  to  commit  the  fecond  to  the  flames* 
But  the  gentlemen  of  the  Bathos  are  apt,  like 
bad  horfes,  to  run  falter  immediately  after 
Rumbling.  Should  the  author  of  the  Dunciad 
declare,  that  the  great  Mr.  Dennis  (the  fon  of  a 
ladler)  had  better  have  been  a common  parifli- 
crier,.  than  a poet  or  critic  ! Have  not  forty 
years,  and  upwards,  witnefled  the  truth  of  this  ? 
Is  it  not  evident^,  that  his  poverty  refults  from  a 
mifapplication  of  his  talents  ? 

Had  it  not  been  an  honeller  and  more  decent 
livelihood  for  Mr.  Norton  (Daniel  de  Foe’s  fon 
of  love,  by  a lady  who  vended  oyfters)  to  have 
dealt  in  a fifli-market,  than  to  be  dealing  out  the 
dlalefts  of  Billingfgate  and  detrailion  in  the 
Flying  PoR  ? 

Should  not  Dick  Morley  rather  have  been 
blacking  Ihoes  at  the  corners  of  Rreets,  (to  which 
it  is  well  known  his  induRrious,  and  more  pru- 
dent younger  brotherfubmitted),thanblackening 
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reputations  in  The  Hiftory  of  MotherWifebourn, 
and  Weekly  Journals  ? The  blackening  of  the 
brufh  from  the  Japan- pot  is  fo  ufeful  and  orna- 
mental, that  it  is  frequently  called  Honour ; but 
the  dafh  of  Dick’s  pen,  fo  often  dipped  in  an 
ink-ftandifli,  is  dirty  and  detrimental,  confe- 
quently  diflionour  ; fo  that  Dick  and  his  brother 
illuftrate  St.  Paul’s  faying,  ^ Some  are  made  to 
^ honour,  and  fome  to  difhonour.’ 

Had  it  not  been  more  laudable  in  Mr.  Roome, 
the  fon  of  an  undertaker,  to  have  borne  a link, 
and  a mourning-ftafF,  in  the  long  proceffion  of  a 
funeral,  than  to  have  been  frequently  lamenting 
the  burials  of  his  miferable,  fliort-lived  libels  ? 
Had  it  not  been  more  decent  in  him  to  have 
fung  pfalms,  according  to  education,  in  an  Ana- 
baptift  Meeting,  than  to  have  been  altering  The 
Jovial  Crew,  or  Merry  Beggars,  into  a wicked 
imitation  of  The  Beggar’s  Opera  ? 

Mr.  Thomas  Cooke,  the  tranflator  of  Hefiod, 
is  the  fon  of  a Muggletonian-teacher,  who  kept 
a little  obfeure  alehoufe  at  Braintree  in  ElTex, 
Though  this  author  has  no  more  genius  for  poetry 
than  a fnail,  nay,  lefs  than  Mr.  Ambrofe  Phil- 
lips, or  Mr.  Welfted  ; and  though  he  would, 
confequently,  have  wanted  fpirit  enough  for  his 
R 2 father’s 
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fether’s  tapfter,  yet  his  enemies  confefs  him  not 
without  merit.  To  do  the  man  juftice,  he 
might  have  made  a tolerable  figure  as  a taylor. 
It  were  too  prefumptuous  to  affirm  he  could  have 
been  a mafter  in  any  profelfion ; but,  dull  as  I al- 
low him,  he  would  not  have  been  defpicable  for  a 
third,  or  fourth-hand  journeyman.  Then  had 
his  wants  been  avoided  ; for  he  would,  at  leaft, 
have  learned  ^ To  cut  his  coat  according  to 
^ his  cloth.’ 

Why  would  not  Mr.  Theobald  continue  an 
attorney  ? Is  not  word -catching  more  ferviceable 
in  fplitting  a caufe,  than  in  explaining  a fine 
poet  ? 

When  Mrs.  Haywood  ceafed  to  be  a ftrolling 
aftrefs,  why  might  not  the  lady  (though  once  a 
theatrical  queen)  have  fubfifled  by  turning 
waflier -woman  ? Has  not  the  fall  of  greatnefs 
been  a frequent  diftrefs  in  all  ages  ? She  might 
have  caught  a beautiful  bubble  as  it  arofe  from 
the  fuds  of  her  tub,  blown  it  in  air,  feen  it  glit- 
ter, and  then  break  ! Even  in  this  low  condi- 
tion, file  had  played  with  a bubble,  and  what 
more  is  the  vanity  of  human  greatnefs  ? She 
might  have  alfo  confidered  the  fullied  linen  grow- 
ing white  in  her  pretty  red  hands,  as  an  emblem 
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of  her  foul,  were  it  well  fcoured  by  repentance 
for  the  fins  of  her  youth  : but  file  rather  choofes 
ftarving  by  writing  novels  of  intrigue,  to  teach 
young  heireffes  the  art  of  running  away  with 
fortune-hunters,  and  fcandalizing  perfons  of  the 
higheft  worth  and  diftinftion. 

When  this  lady,  or  thefe  gentlemen,  are  alked, 
Why  they  abufe  fuch  and  fuch  perfons ; their 
anfwer  is,  they  are  obliged  to  write  for  want  of 
money,  and  to  abufe  for  want  of  other  fubjefts. 
Is  want  of  money  an  excufe  for  picking  a poc- 
ket? or  what  is  worfe,  taking  away  a man’s 
good  name  ? Is  the  poverty  of  Moore’s  genius 
an  excufe  for  filching  Pope’s  lines  ? And  appears 
not  the  theft  in  his  comedy  as  plain,  as  if  a 
cinder-wench  fhould  fteal  a gold  watch,  and 
afterwards  wear  it  ? If  this  play  was  brought 
forth,  becaufe  his  circumftances  were  reduced, 
was  he  to  retrieve  them  by  committing  poetical 
felonies,  and  afterwards  being  the  firfl:  to  cry  out 
Thief?  Deferves  he  not  a whipping  for  fuch 
petty-larceny  ? By  a whipping,  be  it  known,  I 
only  mean  the  poetical,  wholefome  lafh  of  fatire^ 
A Danifli  colonel  has  lately  condefcended  to  be 
a common  centinel,  and  were  Jemmy’s  heart  as 
firm  as  his  countenance,  had  it  not  been  more 
R 3 graceful 
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gi*aceful  in  him  to  have  carried  a grenadier’s  cap, 
a buff-coat,  and  a brown  nmfquet  ? He  is  a pro- 
per figure,  and  of  an  exaft  fize  for  his  Prufllan 
majefty’s  fervice.  Then  had  his  comedy  been 
frittered  into  Oxford  jefts ; each  of  his  ac- 
quaintance had  claimed  their  own,  and  he  efca- 
ped  the  hilTes  and  horfe-laughs  of  the  town,  for 
fpoiling  and  mifapplying  them  in  a damned  play. 

Methinks  Laurus  had  better  been  an  univer- 
fity  vintner,  tlian  a divine,  or  poet.  Would  not 
bad  wine  have  been  eafier  put  off  than  bad 
poetry  ? Had  not  a bunch  of  grapes  flourifhed 
more  naturally  on  his  brow,  than  a fprig  of 
bays?  Had  he  not  with  more  propriety  been 
feen  fitting  aftride  a butt,  with  a bottle  in  one 
hand,  and  a bumper  in  the  other,  roaring  out  a 
merry  catch,  than  mounting,  after  the  firfl  ftave, 
to  thump  a pulpit-cuftiion,  and  paufe  at  every 
half-fentence  with  a hiccup  ? 

If  poverty  in  thefe  lights  is  judged  not  a fub- 
]e£l  for  ridicule,  I refer  the  reader  to  Ifcariot 
Hackney,  and  after  his  acquaintance  with  that 
fpark,  I will  only  addrefs  myfelf  in  thefe  few 
words  to  the  allies  of  Charing-crofs.  Say,  gen- 
tlemen, has  the  Dunciad  lafhed  your  poverty  ? 
A much  feverer  fatire  on  it  you  may  find  in  your 
own  lives.  a n 
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GENTLEMEN, 

I AM  glad  t-o  find  you  meddle  with  the  dirty  work 
of  your  brother  journ^lifis.  To  be  inoffenfive  is  a 
puritapnical  fpirit,  and  wiU  never  fucceed  ip  a free*- 
thinking  age.  What  is  gold  itfelf  (fays  the  philq» 
fopher)  but  dirt  ? It  i^  dug  out  of  dirty  mines ; and, 
as  a proof  it  retains  its  nature,  we  cppie  at  it  eafieft 
through  dirty  means,  Be  afllired,  a fcavenger  of 
wit  is  a more  gainful  occupation,  than  that  of  a de- 
licate, moral  writer. 

By  this  I mean  to  let  you  fee  my  ability,  and  tp 
proffer  my  fervice.  You  mult  know,  when  my  mo- 
ther was  pregnant  of  me,  file  once  dreamed  fiie  was 
delivered  of  a monfter.  It  was  obferved  alfo,  at  the 
tirne  of  my  birth,  that  a weafel  was  heard  to  Ihrick  ; 
and  a bat  (thpugh  at  noon-day)  flew  into  the  room, 
and  fettled  upon  the  midwife’s  wrift,  juft  as  Ihe  re- 
ceived me.  While  in  the  cradle  I was  very  fro  ward. 
Early  at  fchool  I difcovcred  a prornifing  genius  for 
mifchief.  I carried  tales  from  one  boy  to  another  tp 
fet  them  a fighting,  ^nd  afterwards  to  the  mailer,  to 
R 4 have 
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have  them  whipped.  I had  always  cunning  enough, 
when  I committed  a fault  to  lay  the  blame  upon 
another,  and  laugh’d  to  fee  him  fuffer  for  it:  A 
fure  prognoftick  of  my  future  judgment  in  politicks  ! 
I was  fond  of  tearing  away  the  legs  and  wings  of  flies, 
of  picking  out  the  eyes  of  fome  little  bird,  or  laming 
fome  favourite  lap-dog,  merely  by  way  of  amufe- 
Tnent.  This  was  only  a flgn,  that  one  time  or  other 
I fhould  have  ill-nature  enough  for  a great  Wit.  Now 
I underftand,  to  be  a great  Wit,  is  to  take  a pleafure 
in  giving  every  body  pain,  and  to  fliew  no  mercy  to 
a reputation,  which  Is  dearer  to  fome  fools  than  per- 
haps a limb  or  an  eye.  I was  alfo  given  to  pilfer 
whatever  lay  in  my  way ; a proof  only  that  I wou’d 
never  fcruple  being  a plagiary,  (hou’d  I turn  author. 
I was  expert  at  almofl:  every  thing,  except  learning 
my  book  ; but  neither  encouragement  nor  correction 
could  bring  me  to  any  fenfe  of  duty.  I was  always 
very  fullen  after  being  corrected  ; and  if  my  matter 
forgave,  and  admonlfhed  me  in  a friendly  manner, 
I all  the  while  ridiculed  the  old  Put  (as  I then  called 
him)  by  making  mouths  or  horns  over  his  fhoulder. 
This  (hewed  I had  always  wit  enough  to  laugh  at  the 
common  notion  of  gratitude.  I hooted  at  any  unfor- 
tunate ill-drefs’d  perfon  in  the  ftreet,  if  he  looked 
like  a gentleman,  and  never  failed  to  mock  the  in- 
firmities of  old  age.  W^hen  at  a fermon,  I was  very 
full  of  play  myfelf,  and  fond  of  interrupting  the  de- 
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votlon  of  others  ; fo  that  (I  thank  my  ftars !)  in  my 
youth  I had  a falhionable  contempt  for  religion.  I 
came  young  into  the  world  with  little  education,  lefs 
money,  and  no  vifible  way  of  living : However,  I 
qualified  myfelf  (though  of  mean  birth)  for  a gentle- 
man of  wit  and  humour  about  town.  I have  natu- 
rally a fournefs  of  temper,  a droll  folemnity  of  coun- 
tenance, and  a dry  manner  of  joking  upon  fuch  ac- 
cidents, as  fools  who  value  themfelves  upon  huma- 
nity, would  be  apt  to  compaflionate.  I have  alfo  a 
propeniity  to  fneer  upon  all  mankind,  and  particu- 
larly upon  thofe  who  fancy  they  can  oblige  me. 
Thefe  elegant  qualities  recommended  me  early  to 
the  friendfliip  of  Dick  Morley,  author  of  Mother 
Wifeborn.  We  met  frequently  at  a little  fnug  ga- 
mlng-houfe,  never  yet  difeovered  by  informing  con- 
ftables.  A fimilitudeof  circum fiances,  and  fympathy 
of  fouls,  endeared  us  to  each  other;  and  to  him  I 
owe  the  improvements  of  my  afore-mentioned  facul- 
ties. Thefe  he  cultivated,  and  many  others  im- 
planted in  me  of  the  like  nature. 

We  commenced  authors  together.  A t my  firfi  fet- 
tlng  out  I was  hired  by  a reverend  prebend  to  libel 
Dean  Swift  for  infidelity.  Soon  after  I was  employed 
by  Curl  to  write  a merry  tale,  the  wit  of  which  was 
it  obfeenity.  This  we  agreed  to  palm  upon  the 
world  for  a pofihumous  piece  of  Mr.  Prior.  How- 
ever, a certain  lady,  celebrated  for  certain  liberties, 
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had  a curiofity  to  fee  the  real  author.  Curl,  on  my 
promife  that  if  I had  a prefent,  he  fliould  go  fnacks, 
fent  me  to  her.  I was  admitted  while  her  ladylhip 
was  flnfting ; and  on  my  admittance,  Mrs.  Abigail 
was  ordered  to  withdraw.  What  palTed  between  us, 
a point  of  gallantry  obliges  me  to  conceal ; but  after 
fome  extraordinary  civilities,  I was  dilmifTed  with  a 
purfe  of  guineas,  and  a command  to  write  a fequel 
to  my  tale.  Upon  this  I turned  out  fmart  in  drefs, 
bit  Curl  of  his  fhare,  and  run  out  moft  of  my  mo- 
ney in  printing  my  works  at  my  own  coft.  But  fome 
years  after  ( juH  at  the  time  of  his  llarving  poor  Pat- 
tifon)  the  varlet  was  revenged.  He  arrefted  me  for 
feveral  months  board,  brought  me  back  to  my  gar- 
ret, and  made  me  drudge  on  in  my  old  dirty  work. 
’Twas  in  his  fervice  that  I wrote  Obfcenity  and  Pro- 
fanenefs,  under  the  names  of  Pope  and  Swift, 
Sometimes  I was  Mr.  Jofeph  Gay,  and  at  others 
Theory  Burnet,  or  Addifon.  I abridged  hillories  and 
travels,  tranfiated  from  the  French  what  they  never 
wrote,  and  was  expert  at  finding  out  new  titles  for 
old  books.  When  a notorious  thief  was  hanged,  I 
was  the  Plutarch  to  prefervc  his  memory  ; and  when 
a great  man  died,  mine  were  his  Remains,  and  mine 
the  account  of  his  lafi;  will  and  tefiament.  Had  Mr. 
Oidmlxon  and  Mr.  Curl  agreed,  my  aififiance  had 
probably  been  invited  into  Father  Eohour’s  Logie, 
and  the  Critical  Hiftory  of  England, 
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But  before  all  this  happened,  a young  nobleman 
gratified  me  for  letting  fome  verfes  of  mine  be  handed 
about  at  court  in  manufcript  under  his  name.  This 
was  the  firfi:  time  that  I ever  heard  my  writings  ge- 
nerally commended.  But,  alas ! how  (hort-lived  the 
applaufe  ! They  unfortunately  fiole  into  print,  loft 
their  reputation  at  once,  and  I am  now  afhamed  to 
write  any  more  as  a perfcn  of  quality.  I am  a 
great  joker,  and  deal  in  clinches,  puns,  quibbles, 
gibes,  conundrums,  and  carry-which-its.  Many  a 
good  time  have  I ladled  the  whole  body  of  clergy, 
and  cracked  many  a fmart  joke  upon  the  Trinity. 
One  of  my  books  had  the  honour  of  being  prefented 
for  a libel  by  the  grand-jury,  and  another  was 
made  a burnt-ofiering  by  the  hands  of  the  common 
hangman.  If  an  author  writes  a piece  that  has  fuc- 
cefs  in  his  own  charadler,  I abufe  him  ; but  if  in  a 
fidltious  one,  I endeavour  to  perfonate  him,  and 
write  a fecond  part  to  his  work.  I am  very  deeply 
read  in  all  pieces  of  fcandal,  obfcenity,  and  profane- 
nefs,  particularly  in  the  writings  of  Mrs.  Haywood, 
Henley,  Welded,  Morley,  Foxton,  Cooke,  De  Foe, 
Norton,  Wool  don,  Dennis,  Ned  Ward,  Concanen, 
Journalid  Pitt,  and  the  author  of  the  Rival  Modes. 
From  thefe  I propofe  to  compile  a very  grand  work, 
which  diall  not  be  inferior  to  Utopia  Carimania, 
Gulliverania,  Art  of  Flogging,  Daily  Journal,  Epi- 
grams on  the  Dunciad,  or  Oratory  Tranfaftions ; 
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and,  as  this  is  defigned  for  the  ufe  of  young  temp- 
lers,  it  is  hoped  they  will  promote  my  fubfcription. 
Since  private  vices  have  been  proved  to  be  public 
benefits,  I would  venture  to  call  it  An  ufeful  Body 
of  Immorality,  and  print  it  in  a broad,  pompous 
folio  ; but  fuch  a one  as  may  very  well  be  bound  up 
with  Dean  Smedley’s  intended  Body  of  Divinity. 

By  the  help  of  indexes,  and  technical  di6lionaries, 
I work  on  every  branch  of  learning.  I pore  often 
over  the  volumes  of  State  Tra6ls,  whence  I collect 
paragraphs,  which  I mix  with  remarks  of  my  own, 
and  range  under  feveral  heads,  Thofe  againfi:  a dif- 
carded  minifier  I fend  to  the  London  Journal,  or 
Concanen’s  Daily,  or  Weekly  Papers.  * Concanen 
is  a precious  fellow  ! I once  loved  him  for  his  ingra- 
titude to  Dean  Swift : I now  adore  him  for  his  dull 
humour,  and  malevolent  blundering  Billingfgate 
againft  my  Lord  Bollngbroke.  Other  paragraphs  more 
virulent  againft  a prime  minifter  (for  I naturally  hate 
my  fuperiors)  are  for  my  very  good  friend  the  Craftf- 
man.  How  long  have  I called  up  the  ftiades  of  Se- 
janus,  Buckingham,  and  Wolfey,  to  compare  them 
to  one  who  mortifies  me  by  laughing  at  the  compa- 
rlfon  ? How  long  ftiall  I ftill  prefs  on  one,  whom  I 
continually  call  ftate-plunderer,  and  wicked  minifter  ? 

* In  thy  felonious  heart,  tho'  malice  lies, 

It  does  but  touch  thy  Irilh  pen,  and  dies. 

Dryden. 

Perhaps 
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Perhaps  till  the  world  will  malicioully  liken  me  to  a 
tailor’s  goofe,*  which  is  at  once  hot  and  heavy. 
Rather  than  Hand  out  of  the  play,  I have  penned  pa- 
negyricks  in  Mift  or  Fog  on  Rich’s  pantomimes,  and 
Theobald’s  Shakefpearc  reftored.  I am  always  lifted 
by  Mr.  Lun  the  Harlequin,  to  hifs  the  firft  night  at 
any  of  the  Drury-lane  performances.  Sometimes  I 
draw  up  challenges  for  the  champions  of  Mr.  Figg’s 
amphitheatre,  and  fometimcs  for  the  difputants  of 
Mr.  Henley’s  oratory. 

I have  an  excellent  knack  at  birth-day  odes,  elo- 
gles,  acrofticks,  anagrams,  epithalamiums,  prologues, 
recommendatory  poems,  rhiraes  for  almanack-ma- 
kers, and  witty  diftichs  for  the  figns  of  country-inns 
and  ale-houfes ; when  with  an  audible  voice  I fpout 
forth  my  own  verfes,  marvellous  is  their  elfe6i: ! The 
very  bell-man  has  been  touched  with  envy — an  au- 
thor, who,  like  Mr.  Ralph, •j*  has  diftingniftied  him- 
felf  by  night;  the  ftirillncfs  of  my  clamorous  dun- 
ning landlady  has  been  charmed  into  a ftill  attention  ! 
Nay,  the  very  bailiff,  in  a6l  to  rufh  upon  me,  has 
flopped  fliort  to  liften,  and  for  a minute  fufpended 
the  rapacious  palm  that  was  to  fall  upon  my  flioul- 
ders ! 

I have  w^ell  perufed  the  writings  of  Luke  Milbourn, 
Shadwell,  Settle,  Blackmore,  and  many  others  of  our 
* A comparifon  of  Dr.  South’s. 

Author  of  a poem  called  Night. 
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ftamp,  notable  for  fait  wit  upon  Dryden.  From  thefe 
I have  extraded  curious  hints  to  alTift  Welded  in  his 
new  fatire  againft  Pope,  which  was  once  (he  told  me) 
to  have  been  chridened  Labeo.  ’Tis  yet  an  embrio, 
and  there  are  divers  opinions  about  the  birth  of  it. 
Some  exped  it  will  fpring  from  his  wife  noddle,  like 
Minerva  from  the  head  of  Jupiter,  and  work  won- 
ders. Others,  that  it  will  refemble  Milton^s  figure 
of  Sin  coming  from  the  brain  of  the  father  of  lies, 
llien,  fay  they,  it  will  damn  its  parent’s  reputation. 
But  mod  are  of  opinion,  that  my  brother  has  no  re- 
putation to  lofe,  and  therefore  the  brat  will  be  dill- 
born.  ’Tis  podible  alfo  he  may  mifcarry  of  his  fe- 
cond  epidle  to  Mr.  Pope,  though  James  Moore 
Smythe,  Efquire,  is  to  officiate  man-midwife. 

When  a man  of  quality  is  didinguifhed  for  a wit, 
or  an  encourager  of  it,  I endeavour  to  drlke  him  for 
a dedication ; but  I have  generally  been  fo  unhappy 
as  to  difgud  my  patrons,  by  praifing  them  in  the 
wrong  place.  For  want  of  being  acquainted  with 
polite  life,  I have  unwittingly  complimented  a perfon 
for  an  illudrious  birth,  who  really  owed  his  rife  en- 
tirely to  his  merit.  Thus  have  I caufed  his  enemies 
to  fneer,  and,  perhaps,  to  libel  him  for  my  fquab 
compliment ! when,  had  I left  him  to  his  choice,  he 
had  rather  chofe  my  fatire  than  my  panegyrick. 

I am  as  famous  as  one  of  the  fuitors  in  Homer’s 
OdylTey,  for  dead-born  jeds.  Many  a fonnet  of  mine, 
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and  feveral  Bouts  Rimez  that  were  filled  up  by  me, 
has  Moore  read,  with  his  ufual  modefty  at  White’s 
and  the  drawing-room,  for  his  own  ; but  as  they  were 
mere  flips  of  my  pen,  and  could  be  of  no  advantage 
to  my  reputation  (low  as  it  ilands)  I am  contented 
to  humour  his  vanity,  and  forbear  to  claim  them,  I 
aflifted  in  a pretty  play  of  words  on  the  letter  P.  and 
the  advertifement  of  the  Lady’s  writing-defk.  Soon 
after  I chopped  fides,  and  wrote  the  Hiftory  of  the 
Norfolk  Dumpling,  the  Verfes  on  the  Norfolk  Lan- 
thern,  Robin’s  reign,  Robin’s  Game,  the  Fall  of 
Mortimer,  and  many  other  popular  libels  on  perfons 
who  lead  deferved  them  ; but  the  reafon  of  that  was, 
becaufe  they  were  of  the  miniftry. 

Now  is  the  fefllonof  parliament,  and  . the  poetical 
quarrels  mull  give  way  to  the  political.  Confequently 
the  affairs  of  flate  (as  Abel  in  the  play  of  the  Com- 
mittee obferves)  ‘ will  lie  heavy  upon  my  neck  and 
* flioulders.’  It  is  a cuflom  among  great  generals  to 
fend  fpies  into  an  enemy’s  camp,  and  among  politi- 
ticains,  to  employ  ’em  in  foreign  courts.  I have  there- 
fore (as  I am  determined  to  oppofe  the  miniftry) 
fettled  a fecret  correfpondence  with  feveral  gentle- 
men of  the  party-coloured  cloth  ; men  of  dignity ! 
fuch  as  have  no  lefs  an  honour  than  that  of  holding 
a place  in  the  prefence  of  fome  certain  knights  of 
the  blue  ribbon.  My  bribe  is  a pot  of  ale,  and  my 
intelligence  the  fcraps  of  converfation  that  fall  at  the 
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table  of  great  minillers.  By  thefe  I am  enabled  to 
difcufs  the  matters  in  debate  at  the  houfe  of  com- 
mons, and  the  congrefs  of  Soiflbns,  to  flate  the  debts 
of  the  nation,  to  arraign  the  condud  of  thofe  at  the 
helm,  and  to  hold  the  balance  of  Europe,  with  as 
much  eafe  as  a monkey  does  a chefnur,  in  my  own 
paw. 

The  time  has  been  when,  after  an  evening’s  hard 
booling,  my  brother  bards  (who  have  been  what  we 
call  feedy,  or  crop-lick)  have  bilked  the  public 
houfe,  and  barbaroully  left  me  in  pawn  for  the  rec- 
koning. On  this  emergency  I have  writen  an  account 
of  a lharp  and  bloody  fight,  a vilion  in  the  air,  or  a 
wonderful  prophecy,  to  be  hawked  about  the  llreets : 
And  (would  you  believe  it  ?)  even  thefe  produdlons  of 
mine  have  palTed  for  defigned  wit,  and  I have  lilently 
fneered  to  find  the  merit  of  them  claimed  and  boafted 
of  by  Jemmy  Moore. 

I have  fometimes  taken  it  in  my  head,  that  I might 
make  a fortune  by  writing  for  the  ftage.  As  a proof 
that  I have  an  excellent  tafte,  I always  defpifed  the 
tragedies  of  Shakefpeare,  Otway,  Young  and  Thom- 
fon,  and  preferred  with  admiration  a certain  perfon’s 
operas  at  the  Hay-market.  I wonder  that  the  fuccefs 
of  the  latter  lliould  be  applied  to  Mr.  Handel’s  mu- 
fic,  or  the  performances  of  Senefino,  Fauftina,  and 
Cutzoni : The  town  in  this  have  been  lliamefully 
blind  to  the  merit  of  that  gentleman.  He  has  fol- 
lowed 
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lowed  the  ancients  fo  dofely  in  the  propriety  of  his 
condud,  the  unity  of  his  charaders,  the  natural  va« 
riety  of  paflions,  the  llrength  of  fentiment,  and  the 
elegance  of  di6lion,  that  I here  invite  him  to  join 
with  me  in  an  Englifli  tragedy  on  an  opera  plan. 

If  the  gentleman  thinks  this  too  arduous  an  under- 
taking, let  us  venture  at  a lower  caft  ! without  any 
recourfe  to  wit,  humour,  natural  dialogue,  fongs 
aptly  introduced,  or  any  other  of  thofe  trifles  with 
which  the  Beggar’s  Opera  abounds,  we  have  one  fure 
comfort ; that  is,  we  cannot  fall  fliort  of  many  late 
performances  of  that  kind,  nor  be  excelled  by  Roome 
and  his  led  captain  Concanen.  Roome  cannot  excel 
me,  unlefs  he  excels  himfelf. 

I have  tried  all  means  (but  that  fools  call  honeft 

if 

ones)  for  a livelihood.  I offered  my  fervice  for  a fe- 
cret  fpy  to  the  ftate  ; but  had  not  credit  enough  even 
for  that.  When  it  was  indeed  very  low  with  me,  I 
printed  propofals  for  a fubfeription  to  my  works,  re- 
ceived money,  and  gave  receipts,  without  any  inten- 
tion of  delivering  the  book.  Though  I have  been  no- 
torioufly  profane,  and  was  never  at  an  univerfity, 
I once  aimed  to  be  admitted  into  orders  ; but  being 
obliged  to  abfeond  lately  from  the  par ifli -officers,  on 
account  of  a baftard  child,  and  falling  befides,  into 
an  unlucky  falivation,  my  chara^ler  was  fo  fcanda- 
lous,  that  I could  not  prevail  even  on  the  loweft  of 
the  Fleet-prifon  parfons  to  flgn  my  teftimonials. 

S My 
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My  laft  attempt  was  to  have  been  a travelling  tutor 
to  fome  young  gentleman.  If  I am  deficient  in  claf- 
fick  learning,  I could  yet  have  inftruded  him  in  the 
laws  of  his  own  country ; for  tho’  I never  ftudied 
Coke. upon  Littekon,  yet  I have  converfed  with  bai- 
lifts  and  petty-fogging  attornles ; nay,  I have  conned 
over  the  abridgments  of  Giles  Jacob  ; I could  alfo 
have  read  him  ledures  of  politicks  from  eflTays  of  my 
own  in  Weekly  Journals.  What  though  I wanted 
knowledge  to  make  difiertations  upon  the  languages, 
manners,  hiftories,  flatues,  coins,  paintings,  archi- 
tedure,  or  any  other  curiofities,  ancient  or  modern, 
of  foreign  climes ; what  though  I could  not  have 
traced  out  any  one  country  in  a map ; could  I not 
have  pillaged  voyage-writers^  and  have  taken  the 
reports  of  inn -keepers  or  pofiilions,  to  have  told 
where  there  were  good  wine,  good  beds,  buxom  girls, 
and  tall  fteeples  ? Few  foreign  tutors  underfiand  the 
dead  languages  ; but  if  they  play  at  cards,  dance, 
talk  of  things  they  never  faw,  or,  having  feen,  could 
not  underftand  ; if  they  put  on  the  fwaggering  air  of 
half-pay  captains,  and  fwear  French  military  oaths 
with  a bon  grace,  will  they  not  pafs  for  men  of  wit, 
experience  and  knowledge  ? I ftiould  have  made  a 
very  fafluonablc  tutor. ; I would  have  fpirited  up  my 
pupil  to  run  away  with  a nun  ; and,  if  he  aimed  at 
fpialler  game,  not  fcrupled  being  pimp,  I have  ftu- 
died phynck  under  the  Anodyne  Necklace  dodor,  and 
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vyould  have  prepared  and  exported  a whole  cargo 
of  antl-venereal  pills  for  his  fafety.  No  one,  I 
am  perfiiaded,  will  blame  me,  if  I took  this  op- 
portunity of  feathering  my  ov/n  neft.  I fliould,  per^ 
hips,  have, made  him  pay  ten  per  cent,  for  his 
own  money  when  I difburfed  it,  and  a guinea  on 
many  occalions  for  his  honour ; twenty  fliillings  of 
which  I might  have  put  into  my  own  pocket.  Who 
knows,  but  I might  have  married  fome  rich  widow, 
by  fecuring  my  pupil  for  one  of  her  daughters  ? 

I would  have  contrived  he  fhould  have  ilolen  the 
young  lady,  to  avoid  pacing  her  fortune.  If  this 
fcheme  failed,  I had  another,  for  which  I am 
afraid  I might  have  been  a little  cenfured ! it  was 
only  to  have  fet  him  at  a gaming  table  (when  abroad) 
for  about  a thoufand  .pounds,  and  afterwards  gone 
fnacks  with  the  lharpers.  But  on  fecond  thoughts, 
where  had  been  the  hurt  ? When  returned,  and 
at  age,  I could  eafily  have  made  him  amends,  by 
negotiating  a mortgage,  or  the  fale  of  a reverfipn 
for  him  with  honefi  Ch  . rt . r,  s. 

Thus,  though  I had  but  a hundred  a year,  and 
for  no  more  than  two  or  three  years  fervice,  I could 
retire  to  SwilTerland,  or  Wales,  with  about  fifteen 
hundred  pounds  in  my  pocket,  and  an  annuity  of 
fifty  pounds  per  annum  for  life.  In  fuch  a retire- 
ment i fiiould  have  fet  dowm  to  writing  ah  Account 
of  my  Travels.  When  thofe  were  finilhcd,  by  care- 
S ^ fully 
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fully  extrafting  from  Gazettes,  I fliould  have  been 
able  to  have  left  my  executors  the  memoirs  of  my 
own  times ; then  would  I have  indulged  my  fpleen 
againft  the  prefent  minifters,  for  neglecting  to  gra-» 
tify  my  merit.  It  is  dangerous  to  anger  a poet  or 
hiftorian. 

I obferved,  at  the  head  of  this  letter,  that  I have 
a drollery  in  my  countenance  : egad  ! it  is  as  pecu^ 
Jiar  a one  as  Roome’s.  We  are  fo  like,  that  before 
he  fcribbled  himfelf  into  preferment,  we  have  ac- 
tually been  miltaken  for  each  other.  Our  looks 
are  fo  happ^’’,  as  to  have  palTed  off  many  a faying 
in  converfation  for  wit  and  humour,  that,  when 
publiflied,  has  been  thought  flat : nay,  the  fame 
thing  has  been  faid  of  me,  as  was  uttered  by  a cer- 
tain wit  (one  very  different  from  our  rank)  on  him, 
viz.  That  ‘ the  r.  g.  . . ’s  misfortune  is,  he  cannot 
print  his  face  to  his  joke.‘ 

While  I am  thus  delineating  my  features,  permit 
me  to  own,  that  I wifli  my  portrait  might  Ihine  in  a 
mezzotinto  through  the  glafs-windows  of  pidure- 
fhops  in  Fleet-flreet  and  St.  Paul’s  Church-yard ; 
then  fhould  I be  gazed  on  with  .admiration  by  mer^ 
cers  ’prentices  ! But  I will,  at  leafl,  indulge  my 
vanity  in  appearing  on  a large  flieet  of  paper,  in  a 
wooden  cut,  which  ingenious  fchool-boys  may  de- 
light to  colour  with  yellow  and  red  ochre.  What  a 
glaring  figure  (hall  I then  make  in  the  long  piazza 
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of  Covent  Garden  ! I (liall  be  furrounded  by  vene- 
rable old  ballads ; and  feveral  of  iny  family-pieces, 
fuch  as  the  Sinner^s  coat  of  arms,  and  the  dreadlul 
iketches  of  death,  judgment,  and  damnation  I 
Thence  lliall  I be  tranflated  to  the  naked  walls  of 
country  ale-houfes,  coblers-ftalls,  and  necelTary- 
houfes  ! — And  thou,  O R . . M.  , thou  who  art  my 
other  felf ! be  this  my  glory  ! however  different  our 
fortunes,  however  unlike  the  incidents  of  our  lives ; 
yet  whenfoever  the  countenance  of  Ifcariot  Hackney 
is  feen,  thy  owm  dear  phiz  will  be  called  to  remem^' 
b ranee. 

In  fliort,  I am  a perfeft  town  author  : I hate  all 
mankind,  yet  am  occalionally  a mighty  patriot.  I 
arri  very  poor,  and  owe  my  poverty  to  my  merit ; 
that  is,  to  my  writings ; I am  as  proud  as  I am 
poor ; yet,  what  is  feemingly  a contradidtion,  never 
flick  at  a mean  adlion,  when  the  w^elfare  of  the  re- 
public of  letters,  or,  in  other  words,  my  own  inte- 
reft  is  concerned.  My  pen,  like  the  fword  of  a 
Swifs,  or  the  pleading  of  a lawyer,  is  generally 
employed  for  pay.  There  is  one  piece  of  advice, 
gentlemen,  which  I would  propofe  to  you  : if  any 
papers  of  a dead  wdt  fliould  fall  into  the  hands  of 
a member  of  your  fociety,  let  him  be  fare  to  print 
them,  though  never  fo  derogatory  to  the  perfon’s 
reputation,  to  get  himfelf  money,  and  if,  among 
whole  heaps  of  indigefted  papers,  he  finds  a few 
S 3 with 
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with  large  corrections  and  additions  by  another  emi- 
nent hand  (which  he  well  knows),  let  him  be  fure 
to  fupprefs  that  clrcumftance  in  his  publication,  . 

But  to  return  to  myfelf — My  pamphlets  fell  many 
more  impreffions  than  thofe  of  celebrated  writers ; 
the  fecret  of  this  is,  I learned  from  Curl  to  clap  a 
new  title-page  to  the  fale  of  every  half  hundred; 
fo  that  when  my  bookfeller  has  fold  two  hundred 
and  fifty  copies,  my  book  generally  enters  into  the 
fixth  edition.  It  is  reckoned  a villainous  adion  to 
write  a libel,  but  more  fo  to  father  one  on  a perfon 
who  neither  wrote  it,  nor  approves  it ; now,  I own 
I never  fcruple  to  do  both.  When  a man  of  figure, 
(perhaps  an  ornament  of  his  country)  hath  been 
cruelly  afperfed  in  his  life-time,  I love  to  revive  the 
afperfion  at  his  death : it  is  mirth  to  me  to  grieve  a 
whole  family,  by  infulting  his  memory  before  his 
body  is  cold  in  the  grave.  In  this  I imitate  the 
authority  of  ‘ Sarah  the  Quaker  in  the  Shades,  to 
* Lothario  lately  deceafed/  Though  I am  fo  ready 
to  libel  others,  I am  downright  frightened  if  I but 
hear  of  a fatire  where  my  name  is  likely  to  be  in^ 
ferted.  When  a perfon  does  me  a favour,  I either 
fufpedf  he  has  fome  defign  on  me,  or  think  it  Icfs 
than  my  due,  and  that  he  is  obliged  to  me,  becaufe 
an  author,  for  accepting  it.  I am  very  tefly,  if  I 
am  not  allowed  didator  of  my  company;  nor  had  I 
ever  a friend,  whom  I did  not,  in  his  abfence,  facrifice 
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to  my  jeft.  I contemn  the  few  who  admire  me,  am 
angry  with  the  multitude  who  defpife  me,  and 
mortally  hate  all  who  have  any  ways  obliged  me* 
I afllire  you,  I am  very  famous  for  feveral  Trea-r 
tlfes  in  defence  of  Ingratitude  : I never  fail  to  il- 
ludrate  them  with  the  examples  of  Marcus  Bru- 
tus among  the  ancients,  and  very  eminent  ftatefmen 
among  the  moderns.  My  private  refentment,  like 
that  of  other  great  men,  is  always  a public  julllce. 

Now,  gentlemen,  if  you  like  me  for  a corre- 
fpondent,  my  price  is  the  price  of  a Journalift,  a 
crown  ; and,  in  the  flyle  of  a love-bargain,  half- 
wet, half-dry.  You  may  find  me  in  a morning  at 
my  lucubrations,  over  a quartern-pot  in  a Geneva- 
lliop  in  Glare-Market ; a houfe  where  I propofc 
many  learned  interviews  with  Orator  Henley,  who 
has  removed  his  ftage  to  that  place.  I generally 
dine  with  a brother  bard,  at  one  of  the  little  cook’s- 
fhops  near  St.  Marti n’s-Church,  and  probably  fpend 
the  evening  with  him  at  a night-cellar  in  the  Strand, 
where  I fliall  be  ready  to  enter  into  a treaty  with 
you. 

Yours, 

ISCARIOT  HACKNEY. 

From  my  chamber, 

Hockiey-in-tbc-HoIe. 
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